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The Hiftorie of 

Henry the Fourth . 

Enter the King, Lord lohn of Lancafier , Earle of 

}Vt ftmerland, with others. 

King. , 

> O ihaken as we are, fo wan with care? 

Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant. 

And breath fhort winded accents of new broiles. 
To becommen’ct in fironds a farre remote.- 
No mote the thir ftie entrance of this foile. 

Shall daube her lips with her ownechildrens blood: 

No snore (hall trenching Warre chanell her fields. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces .-thofe oppofed eyes, 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled heauen, 

All of one nature, of one fub fiance bred, 

Did lately meete in the int^ftine fhocke. 

And furious clofe of ciuill butcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes, 

March alloee way, and be no moreoppoPd 
Againfi acquaintance, kindred andallyes* 

T he edge of Warre, like an ill-flieathed Knife, 

No more (kail cut his Matter therefore friends. 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

Whofefouldier now vnder whofe biefied Crofle 
We are imprelTed and ingag’d to fight, 

Forthwith a power of Bnglipi (hall we leuie, 

Whofe arnaes were moulded i n their mothers wombs, 
Tochafethefc Pagans in thofe holy fields, 

Ouer whofe acres walkt thofe bleifed feetc. 






290 300 








w 



The HtUorie of 

Which 1400. yeares agoe were naildc. 

For our aduantage on the bitter Crofte: 

But this our pnipofe istwelue month old. 

And booties tis to tell you we will goe* 

Therefore we meet not now:then let me heart 
Of you my gentle Coolen WeftmerUnd, 

Whatyefternight our Counlelldid decree, 

In forwarding this deerc expedience* 

Weft. My Liege, thishaftewas hot in queftion, 

And many limits ofthechargefet downe 
But yell ernight, when all athwart there came 
A Poll from Wales >\ozdm with heauie newes; 

Whofeworft was, that the noble Mortimer, 7 

Leading the men of Herejordjhire to fi ght 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendower, 

Was by the rudehands of that Welchman taken, 

A thoufand of his people butchered; 

Vpon whofedead corps there was fuch mifule. 

Such beaftly fhameles transformation 
By thole Welch-women donc,as may not be 
Without much lhame, retold or fpoken of. 

King* Itfeemes then that the tidings of thisbroile. 

Brake off our bufines for the Holy-land. 

Weft. This niatcht with other like my Gracious Lord, 
Far more vneuen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from the North, and thus it did report.* 

Gn Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotftur there 
Yong Harry Terete, And braue ^Archibald, 

That euer valiant and approued Scot, 

At Hohnedon met,where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre : 

As by difeharge of their Artillarie, 

And lhape of likelihood the newes was told 
lor he that brought them>in the very heate 
And pride of their contention, did take Horfc, 

Vncertainc of the illur ... way. 

King. Here is a deare,and true induftrious friend. 

Sir Waiter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 

Stainde 




Henry the Fourth . 

Staindewith the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Helmedon&nd this feat of ours; 

And he hath brought vs finooth and welcome newes, 

The Earle of Dowglas is difeomfited. 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did fir Walter fee 
On Holmedon plaine : of prifoners Hotftur tooke 
Mordake Earle of/ifoand eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of At boll. 

Of Murrey, Angus, and CMenteitb : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

Agallant prize? Ha,Coofen is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft* A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of* 

King. Yea,therethou mak’ft mefad,and mak'ft mefinne 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland , 

Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is the T heame of Honors tong, 

Amongft aGroue,the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion.and her pride, 

Whilft I by looking on the praife of him, 

See Ryot and dilhonour flaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou'd 
Thatfome night-tripping Fairy had exchang’d 
In Cradle clothes, our children where they lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet, 

Then would I haue his Harry , and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts j What thinkeyou Coofe, 
Of this yong Percies pride? The Prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his owne vfe he keepes,and fends me word, 

Khali haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft. This is his Vnckles teaching, This is Wore efter, 
Maleuolent to you in all afpe&s : 

Which makes him prune himfelfe.and brittle vp 
The creft of Youth againft your dignitie. 

King. But I haue fent for him to anfwere this: 

And for this caufe a while we muft negled: 

Our holy purpofe to lerafalem. 
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The BBorie of 

Coofcn.on Wcdnefday next, our Counfell we will hold 
At Winfor, fo informe the Lords : 

But come your felfe with fpeed to vs againe, 

For more is to be faid, and to be done, 

Then out of anger can bevttered. 

Weft. 1 will my Liege. Exeunt. 

Snter P rince cf Wales, and. fir Iohn Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Now Ball , what time of day is it lad ? 

* Prince . T hou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke, 
and vnbuttonmgthee after fupper,& fleepingvpon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft truely know. What a deuill haft thou to 
doe with the time of the day? Vnlelfehoures were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons, & Clocks the tongues of Bauds, 
and Dialsrhe Agues of Leaping houfes, and the bleffedSun 
himfelfeafairehot Wench in flame coulored Taffataj 1 fee 
noreafon why thoufhouldeft beefuperfluous to demand the 
time of the day. 

Indeed you come neereme'nowH*//, for we that take 
Purfes,goe by theMoone and leuen ftarres,and not by Phoe- 
^w,he,thatwandringJCnight fofaire: andlprethcefweete 
wagge,when thou art King, as God faue thy Grace; Maiefty 
1 ihould fay, for Grace thou wilt haue none. 

Tn nee. What none? 

Falf. No by my troth, not fo much as willferue to be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter, 

Prince. Wc-!l,how thenpeome roundly, roundly. 

Falf. Marry then/weet wag, when thou art King,let not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body, be called Theeues of the 
dayes beauty: let vs be Dianaes Forrefters, Gentlemen of the 
fhade, minions of the Moone, and let men fay, we be men of 
good gouernment,beinggouernedas thefeais,by our noble 
•and chaft Miftris the Moonej vnder whofe countenancewe 
fteale. 

Prince. Thoufayeft well, and it holdcs well too,for the for- 
tune of vs that are the Moones men, doth ebbejand flow like 
she Sea, being gouernedastheSeais by the Moone ; as for 

proofe 



Henry the Fourth . v 

c P Mow a putfe of gold moft refolutely fnatcht on Mots 
n iaht,and moft dilfolutely fpent on Tuefday morning » 

, » ith (wearing lay by.and fpentwith crying bnngm; now 
fn Llot anebbe 8 as thefoote of the Ladder, and by and by m 
Is high a flow as the ridge of the Gallowes, 

9 F%. By the Lord thou fayeft true lad: and is not my Ho- 
ftetfe of the Tauerne a moft fweet wench ? 

%rmce. As the hony of Htbla, my old lad of the Caftle,and 
is not aBuffe Ierkin a moft fweet robe of durance ? 

Falf. How now, how now mad wagge, what in thy quips 
and thy quiddities ? What a plague haue I to do with a ButFe 

• ^pnnee. Why,whata poxe haue I to doe with my Hofteffe 

of the Tauerne? , .. 

Falf. Well, thou haft cal’d her to a reckoning many a time 

prince. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part i 

Falf. No, lie giuethee thy due, thou haft pay d all there. 
prin. Yeaandclfe where,fo far as my coyne would ftretch; 
and where it would not, I hauevfde my credit. 

Falf. Yea,and fo vfde it, that were it not heere apparant that 
thou art Heire apparant. But l prethce fweet wag, fhall there 
be Gallows ftanding in England , when thou art King? & refo- 
lution thus fubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father an- 
tick the Law:do not thou whe thou art a king hang a theefe. 
Prince. No, thou (halt. 

Falf. ShalllfOrare ! by the Lord Ilebeabraue ludge. 
Prime. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I meanethoulhalt haue 
thehanging ofthe Theeues, and fo become a rare Hangman, 
Falf. Well Hall , well, andinfomelortit iumpes with my 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court,! can tell you. 

Prince » For obtaining of futes? 

Falf. Yea, for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hath noleane Wardrop,Zblood I am as melancholy as a gyb 
Cat, or a lugd-Beare. 

Prince. Or an old Lion, or a Louers Lute. 1 
Falf Yea,or the Drove of a Lincolne (hire Bagpipe, 

Princ. What fayeft thou tg> a Hare? or the melancholy of 

Moore- 
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Moorc-ditchJ 

F*f Thou haft the moft vnfauory fmiles.and art indeede 
the moft comparatiue rafcalleft Tweet yong Prince. But Halt. 
I prethe trouble meeno more with vanity , 1 would to God 
thou and 1 knew where a commodity of good names wtre to 
be bought .* an old Lord of the Counfell rated mee the other 
day in the ftreete about you lir; but 1 markt him not, and yet 
he talkt very wifely; but 1 regarded him not, and yet he talkt 
wifely, in the ftreettoo. 

Tnnce, Thou didft well: for Wifedome cries out in the 
ftreets,and no man regardes it. * 

Falf. O, thou haft darn able iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a Samt. thou haft done much harme vnto me He/, 
God forgiuc thee for it ; Before I knew thee Hall, 1 knew no- 
thing ; and now am I, If a man fliould fpeake truely, little bet- 
ter than one of the wicked;I muft giue ouer this life ; and I wil 
giue it ouer.By the Lord and 1 doe not, I am avillaina; He be 
damned for ncuer a Kings Tonne in Chnftendome ? 

Prince. Where (hall we take a purfe to morrow jetckgt 

Falf Zounds>where thou wilt lad, lie make one : and I do 
not.call mevillaine,and BafFell me. 

Prmce, I fee a good amendment of life in thee j from pray* 
ing,toPurfe taking. 

F a If. Why, Hail; tis my vocation Hall: tis no fin for a man 
to labour in his vocation. Enter Paynes. 

Pojnns. Now fliall we know if Gads hill haue let a match : 
O, if men were to bee faued by merit, what holein Hellwerc 
hot enough for him. ? This isthe moft omnipotent Villaine 
that euer cryed, Stand.to a true man. 

Prince, Good morrow Ned. 

Poines. Good morrow fweete Hall. What fayes Momfuur 
Remorfe? What fayes fir lohn Sacke and Sugar,la.ckcl How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy foulc, that thou foldcft 
him on Good-friday laft,fora cup of Madera and a cold Ca- 
pons legge? 

‘ Prm . Sir lohn ftands to his word, the Diuell fhallhauehis 
bargaine, for he was neuer a breaker of Prouerbes : hce will 
giue the Diuell his due. 

Pointt, 



Henry the Fourth. 

Poines. Then art thou damn’d forkeepingthy word with 

^Prtnce, Elfe he had been damn’d for Cofening the diuell. 

Pay, But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning, by foure a 
’ c l 0 cke early at there are pilgrims going to Canterbu- 

ry with rich offrings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all} you haue horfes foryour 
Cc\ues:Gads-hilihc$ to night in Rochefier , I haue befpokefup- 
per to morrow night in Eaficheape j we may do it as fecure as 
fleepe: ifyou will goe,l will ftufteyourpurfesful oferownes; 
if you wil not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Falf. Heare ye Y edward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you for going. 

pey. You will chops. 

Falf. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince, Who, I rob? I a theefe?not I by my faith. 

Falf, Thcrs neither honefty, manhood, nor goodfellow- 
iliip in thee, nor thou camft not of the blood royali, if thou 
dareft not ftand for ten (hillings. 

Prince. Well,then once in my daies Ile be a madcap. 

Falf Why,thats wcllfaid. 

* Prince . W ell,come what will, I le tarry at home. 

Falf. By the Lord jle be a traitor then, when thou art King. 

*. Prince . 1 care not. 

Poin. Sir lohn, I prethee lcaue the Prince & me alone, I will 
lay him down fuch reafonsfor this aduenture, that he fhalgo. 

Fa/fo A/cl, God giuetheethe fpiritof perfwafion,& him the 
eares olprofi ting, that what thou fpeake ft may. moue ; & what 
heheares may be beleeued, that the Prince, may (for recrea- 
tion fake) proue a falfe theef 5 for the poore abufes of the time 
want countenance : farewell, you dial find me in Eaficheap, 

Pn. Farcwel the latter fpring, farewell Alhollown fumrner. 
Poy. Now my good fweethony Lord, ride with vs to mor- 
row.! haue a ieaft to execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
FalJlaffe.Haruey, RofsiR^nd Gads-hill, fhal rob thofemen that 
wc haue already way-laid* your felfe and I, will not be there : 
and when they haue the booty, ifyou and I do not rob them, 
cut this head from my fhoulders. 

® Prince, 
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Prine . How ftiall weparewith them in letting forth ? 
p 0 , Why,we will fet forth before or after them, and appoint 
them a place ofi»eeting,wherin it is at our pleafure to failed 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit chenneuesjwhich 
they fliall haue no fooner atchieued, but weelefet vpon the, 
PrinlY ea,but tis like that they wil know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits,and by euery other appointment, to be our felues, 
T?. Tut, our horfes they fhal not fee,jle tie the in the wood, 
our vizard we wil change, after we leaue them: & firra, 1 haue 
cafes of buckorum for the nonce,to immaske out noted out- 

ward garments. _ 

Prim Yea,but I doubt they wil be too hard for vs. 

Po. Wei, for two of them I know to be as true bred cowards 
as euer turnd back : and for the third, if he fight longer then 
he fees reafon,liefosfwearearmes. Thevertueofthisieftwil 
be, the incomprehenfiblc lies that this fat rogue wfll telly* 
whenwemeeteat fupper, how thirty at leaft he fought with, 
what wards, what Wowcs, what extremities he indured,and in 
the reproofe of thefe lies the ieft* 

Pmc«Wel,Ile goe with thee,prouidevs al things necclfary, 
and meete meto morrow night in Eaftcheape,there jlefuppe 
farewell. 

Poy. Farewell my Lord. Exit Poynes . 

' Prince . I know you all, and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humor ofyour idlenelfe 
Yet heerein will 1 immitatethe Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagiousclouds 
T 6 fmoother vp his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafeagaioeto behimfelfe, 

Being wanted,hc may be more wonderd at 
By breaking through thefoulcand vgly mifts 
Of vapours that did feemeto ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holy daies, 

To fportwould be as tedious as to worke; 

But when they feldome come, they wifht for come, 

And nothingpleafeth but rare accidents ; 

So when thisloofe behauiour I throw off? 

And pay the debt Ineucr pronsifed, 
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Ry how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much ihail 1 falfifie mens hopes. 

And like bright mettall on afullin ground. 

My reformation glittering ore my fault. 

Shall iliew more goodly, and attract more eyes. 

Then that which'hath no foile to fet it off. 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

iledeeming time, when men thinke leaft I will. Exit* 

Enter the King^NorthumberlaudyWorcefier,Hotj^ur , 

Sir Waiter'll Imt, with others. 

King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre arthefe indignities, 

Andyou haue found me 5 for accordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience: but beiure 
I will from henceforth rather be my felfe, 

Mighty,and to be feard,then my condition 
Which hath beene finooth as oylejfoft asyongdowne. 

And therefore loft that Title of refpeft, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes but to the proud. 

Wor. Our houfe(my foueraigne Liege Jlittle deferucs 
The feourge of greatneffe to be vfed on it. 

And thatfame greatnelfe too, which our ownehands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. Nor, My Lord. 

King . Worcester get tnee gone,for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

And Maieftie mightneuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of aferuants brow. 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs : when we need 

Your vfe and counfell, we fliall fend for you. ExitW&t 

You were about to fpeake..^ . 

North, Yea my good Lord. 

Thofeprifoners inyourhighnes name demanded. 

Which Harry "Percy here at Hotmedon tooke, 

Where as befayes, not with fuch ftrength denide, 
hi hedeliuered toyoUr Maieftie. 

Either enuy therefore, or mifprifion 
J s guilty of ^his fault, and not ray fonne. 

® " m 
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Hot/, My Liege, I did deny no prifoners, 

But i remember when the fight Was done. 

When I was drie with rage and extrcame toyle, 
Breathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a ceftaine Lord,neat and trimly dreft, 
Freih as a Bridegroome,dnd his dhin new reapt, 

Shewd like a ftubble land at haf ueft home: 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixthis finger and his thumbehe held 
A pouncetboze,which euerand anon 
He gaue his nofe,and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Tooke it in fnuffc,andftill he fmiide andtalkr, 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He cald them vntaught knaUes,vnmanfterly, 

To bring a Houenly vnhand-fomc coarfe, 

Betwixt the Wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 
Hequeftionedme: among there!! demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe. 

I then alfmarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be fb peftered with a Popingay, 

Out ofmy griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered negle<ftingly,I know not what. 

He Ihould, or he Ihould not, for he made me mad 
Tofeehim Ihinefo briske,andfmell J fofweet, 

And talke fo like a waiting gentlewoamn, 

Of Guns and Drums,and wounds, God fade the marke. 
A nd telling me thefoueraigneft thing on earth; 

Was P&rmacity for an inward brufe, 

-4nd that it was great pitty,fo it was. 

This villanous Saltpeter Ihould be dig’d 
Out ofthe bowels of the haf mcles fiarth j 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 
So cowardly : and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would haue been himfelfe a Souldier. 

This bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I, anfwered indireftly(asi Paid) 

a *” * i 
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And X befeeh you,let not this report 

Come currant for an accufation 
Betwixt my loue, and your high Maiefty. 

Blu»uT\\c circumftance confidered,good my Lord 
What er’e Harry Piercie then hadfaid 
To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably die, and neuer rife. 

To doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he Paid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouil'o and exception, - 

That we at our owne charge lhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother inlaw, the foolilh Mortimer , 

Who in my foule hath wilfully betraidc. 

The Hues of thofe,that he did lead to fight, * 

Again ft the great Magitian,damned Glendomr^ 

Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle of March, 

Hath lately married? lhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent with feares. 

When they haue loft and forfeited themfclucs. 

No, on the barren mountaine let him fterue. 

For 1 lhall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue lhall aske me for one pennie coft, 

T o ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to proue that true. 

Needs no more but one tongue: for all thofe wound*, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke 
When on the gentle liedgiebankc 
In fingie oppofition hand to han d, 

Hedidconfou ndihebeft part ofanhoure 
In changing hardiment with great Gkndoveer, 

Three times they breath’d,and three times did they drinke, 

V pon agreement offwift.S’f^raiffloud 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

B i Ran 
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Kan fearfully among the trembling rcedes. 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, * 

Blood-flained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy - 

Colour her workingvvith luch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the noh\e>Mortmer, i T 

Receiue To many, and all willuigly: * . A, 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

King, Thou doftfbely him Percy# hou doh bely him, 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower, 

I tell thee, he durftas wellhaire met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen (jUndomr for an enemyv o •/' d 

Art then nocafbam’d 7 but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heareyou fpeake of Mortimer , 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedieft meanes, 

Or you iliall hearein, fuchai kind from me. 

As will difpl^rfeyou.My Lord Northumberland) 

VV e licence your departure with y our lonne, 

Send vs your prifoners, or you will heare ofit. Exit King, 

Hot. And if the diuellcomeand roare for them, 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 
And tell himfo, for I will eafe my heart, 

-Albeit I make a hazard of my head,- 

Nor. WhatJdrunke with cholcrjftay and paufeawhile, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. 

Hot, Speakeof CMortmer / 

Zounds I wil fpeake of liim^and let my foule 

. Want mercy if I doe not ioyne with him; 

Yea on his part, lie empty all thefe veines, 
v*nd (hed my deare bloud,drop by drop i’th dull. 

But I wil lift the downe-trod Mortimer, 

As high in’th ayreasthisvnthankfull King, 

-4s this ingrate andcankred Bullmgbrooke, 

Nor, Brother ,the King hath made yourNephewmad. 
JVor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I was gone i 
Hat. He wil forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother, then his cheekelookt pale. 

And 
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And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

Trembling euen at the name of (JMertimer. 

Wor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of bloud? 

Nor, He was; I heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the vn happy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let rortn 
Vpon his Irijh expedition; • 

From whence he intercepted,didreturne 
To be depos’d and lhortly murdered. 

Wor, And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth, 
Liue Icandaliz’d and foulie fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft 1 pray you, did King Kicked then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer , 

Hcire to the Crowne l 

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare if. 

Hot. Nay then 1 cannot blame hiscoofin King, 

That wiflit him on the barren mountaines Itarue. 

But (hall it be that you that fet the Crown©: 

Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for his fake weare thedetefted blot 
Of murtherous hibernation l (ball it be 
That you a world ofeurfes vndergoe. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meanes, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that I defeend Co low, . 

To (hew the line and the predic ament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King* 

Shall it for lhame be fpoken in thefe daies. 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fweet louely Role, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Bullingbrookg 
And (hall it in more lhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, thfearded, and (hookeoff 
By him, for whomthele fhamesye vnder-went ? 
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No, yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banilht honors, and reftoreyourfelues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe world agame: 
Reuengetheieeringand difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloodie paiment ofyour deaths: 
Therefore I lay, 

Wor. Peace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I willvnclafpeafecretbooke, 

Andto your quicke conceiuing difcontems 
He read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill aqd aduenterous fpirit, 

As to ore walke a Current roring lowd 
On the vnftcadfaft footing ofa fpeare. 

Hot. lfhefallin,goodnight,orfinkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honor croilc it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
TorowfeaLion,thento ftarta Hare, 

North. Imagination of fotne great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heauen me thinks it were an eafie leape. 

To plucke bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moone 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 
Wherefadome*line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned honor by the locke*, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuall, all her dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe fact fellowfhip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here. 

But not theforme of what he (hould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor. T hofe fame noble Scots that are yonr prifoners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By God he fhall nothauea5wrofthem, 

No, if a Scot would faue hfsfoule,he fhall not, 
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lie keepe them by this hand, -f 

Wor. You ftart away, 

Andlendno earevnto my purpofess 
Thofe Prifoners you'fhali keepe. 

Hot, Nay, I will*, that's flat : 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbadmy tongue to fpeake of Mortimer 
But 1 will find him when he lies a ileepe. 

And in his eare He hallow L Mortimer. : 

Nay,Uehaue a Starling (hall be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer giue it him, 

To keepe his anger ftillin motion. 

Wer. HeareyouCoofm,aword« 

Hot. All ftudies heere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Budtngbroo^e, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales, 
Butthatlthinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance : 

1 would haue him poyfoned with a pot of Ak. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what aWafpe-tongueand impatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this womans-mood. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hot. Why looke you, 1 am whipt and fcourg’d with rods, 
Netled,and flung with Pifmires,when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Polititian Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what doe you call the placej 
A plague vpon it, it is in Gloceflerjhire', 

Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vnckle kept, 

His vnckle Yorke, where I fir ft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this 'Bullingbrooke : 

Zbloud,when you and h e came backe from c R#uenff>urgh, 

Nor, AtBarklyQz&k, Hot. You fay true, 

Why what a candie deale of curtefie, 

This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

^nd gentle Harry Percy, and kindCoofln : 

C o. 
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0,the Diuell take fuch coofeners,God forgiue me. 
Good Vnckletell your tale, I haue done, 

Wor . Nay,ifyou haue not, to itagainej 
We will flay your leifure. 

Hot. 1 haue done yfaith, 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners, 
Deliucr them vp without their ranfome ft raight, 
And make the Dmglas Conneyour onely nieane 
For powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I ihallfend you written bee alTur d, 

Will eafily be granted you, my Lord, 

Your fonne in Scotlandbei ngthus imployed. 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crecpe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, wel-belou’d, 

The Archbifhop, 

Hot. QfTorke, is it not? 

Wor., True,who beareshard 
His brothers death at Brtftow the Lord Scroopei 
I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

Aswhatl thinke might be,but what I know 
Is ruminated, plottedjand fet downe, 

And onely ftaies but to behold the face 
Of thatoccafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it; vpon my life it will doe well. 

Nor* Before the game s afoote thou ftilllct ft flip* 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofe but be a noble plot. 
And then the power of Scotland, and of 2 
To ioyne with Mortimer, hi. 

Wor . Andfothey fhall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymd. 

Wor, And tis no little rcafbn bids vs fpeed, 

To faue oar heads, by raifing of a Head: 

For,beare our fclues as euen as we can. 

The King will alwaies thinke him in our debt, 

And thinke we thinke our fclues vnfatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay vs home. 

And feealready,how he doth begin 
To make vs ftrangers to his lookes ofioue. 
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Hot He does,he does; week be reueng’d on him, 
mr. Coofin,farewell.No further goe in this, 

Then I by Letters fhall dire# your courfe 
When time is ripe,which willbefuddenly: 

He fteale to Glendower, and loe, Mortimer , 

Where you and Dowgtas , and our powers at once, 

As I will fafhionit, fhall happily meet, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vneertaintie. 

Nor, Farewell good brother,we fliaUthriue»l trult. 

Hot. Vnckle,adue: O let the houres be (liort. 

Till Fields,& Biowes,& Grones, applaud our fport. Exeunt . 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand . 
ufar. Heigh ho, an it be not foureby the day,jle be hangd. 
Char Us -waine is ouer the new Chimney , and yet our horte not 
packt. What Ofilerl 

Oft. <t^non,anon. . . I 

i . Car, I prethee Tom, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few Flecks in 
the point, poore iade is wrung in the Withers.out of allcelle. 
Enter another Carrier, 

2 Car. PeafeandBeanesareasdankeheereasadog, and 

that isthenext way to giue poore lades the Bots: thishoufe 
is turned vpfide downe fince Robin Oftler died. 

1. Car, Poore fellow neuer ioyed fince the price of Oates 

rofe, it was the death ofhim. 

2 , Car, I thinke this to be the moft villanous houfe in all 
Londontoid for Fleas, I am ftunglikeaTench. 

i. Car. Like a Tench? by theMalTethereisneareaKing 
chriften, cold be better bit, the I haue bin fince the firft cock. 

z- Car. Why, you will allow vs nere a Iordaine, and then 
wee leake in your Chimney, and your Chamber-lie breedes 
Fleas like a Loach, 

1 . Car, What O filer, come awayj& behangd,come away, 

2 . Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, &two razes ofGin- 
ger.to be deliuered as farre as fbaring-croffe, 

i . Car Gods body the Turkiesinmy panier are quite flar- 
ued; what Oftler? 2 plague onthee, had thou neuer an eye in 
thy head? canft not hearc, andt’werenotasgood a deed as 

C z . drink e s 
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drinke, to breafke thepateof thee, I am a’very villainc- conic 
and be hang’d,haft no faith in thee: 

Enter Cj ads- hill. 

Gads-hiU. Good-morrow Carriers^ What’s a clocke? 

Car ♦ Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad, I prethee lend me thy Lantherne,tofee my Geldino 
in the Stable* & 

*. Car * Nay by Godfoftj lknowatricke worth two nf 
that I faith. 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine* 

2 , Car. I,when,canft tell t Lend me thy Lanternefquoth 
he)Marry lie fee thee hanged firft. 

Gad, Sirra Carrier , What time do you meane to come to 
London. 

2 Car, Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbor Mages, weele call vp the Gentlemen 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge. ? 

Enter (Chamber lame. Exeunt . 

Qad. What ho, Chamberlains . 

Cham. At hand quoth Picke-purfe* 

Gad. That’s euen as faire,as at hand qd. the Chamber-lain, 
for thou varied no more from picking of purfes,then giuing 
direction dothfrom labouring: thou layeft the plot how. 

Cham. Good morrow Matter Gads-hitt, it holds currat that 
I told you yefter night, ther e’s a Franklin in the wild of Kent , 
hath broght three hundred Marks with him in Gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper, a kind 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance pf charge too, God 
knowes what, they are vp already, and call for Egges & But* 
ter :they will away prefently . ' 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas Clarkes, 
He giue theethis necke. 

Cham. No, He none of it; I prethee keepe that for the 
Hangman,for I know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholases crue- 
ly as a man of falihood may* 

Gad. What talked thou to me of the Hangmanhfl hang, 
jie make a fat paireof gallows:for if I hang, old fir John hags 
with,me,& thou knowes he is no ttaruehng ; tut, there areo- 
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. Troians that thou dream’ft not of , the which for fport 
and g rca ^. fneakefooner then drinke, & drinke fooner 

prey on her, for they ride vp & downe on her, and make her 

■" Whanhe Common-wcalth their Booted ill fee 

inaCafHe,cockefure; wee haue the receit of Ferneleed, wee 

Wa cLw U Nay!by my faith.I thinke you are more beholding 
to the right then to Ferncfeed.for your walking muifibre. 

Cal due roe thy hand, thou (halt haue a (hare in our pur- 

^^ISroehaueiMsycro^h^ 

Enter Prince, Poynes, and Peto,&c. , a 

jaws. Come flicker, (belter, 1 haue remoouea Falfiaff.es 
Horfe; and he frets like a guin’d veluet* 

Jrinee. Stand clofe. Enter Falftaffe . 

Fair, poines, P aines, znd be hangd/W* 

Prince, Peace ye fat kidneyd rale all, what a brawling doeit 

thou keepe? 

Falf. What Poines, Hal t 

, Prince. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill,lle go feek him* 

Falf. 1 am accurft to rob in that theeues company,the rafeal 
hath remoued my horfe,and tyeci them I know not where, n 
I trauel but 4 . foot by the fquire further a foot, 1 (hail break c 
my wind Well, Idoubt not but to die a faire death for an 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,] haue fcrlworn 
hiscompany hourely any 2,2 y ^ ^ 
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witchtwith the rogues company.! f the rafcalhauenot gj Uen 
me medicines to make me loue him,jle be bandg; it cold not 
be elfe,I hauedrpnke medicines, Pomes, Hal , a plague on v ou 
both. BardoU, Peto,\\& ftarue ere jle rob afoot further.- and 
t’ were net as good a deed as drinke,to curne truexnan,andto 
leauechefe Rogues, I am the verieft Varlet that euer chewed 
with a tooth : eightyardesofvneuen ground, isthreefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me: and the ftdny hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, aplaguevponit when theeues cannot 
be true one to another. They, whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all,giue me my Horfe, you rogues, 
Giue me nvy Horfe,and be hangd. 

Trm, Peace ye fat guts,liedpwne,lay thine eare clofe to the 
ground,and lift if thou can heare the tread of T rauellers, 

Haue you any leauers tolift me vp again beingdown? 
Zbloud,lle not beare mine owne fleih fo far afoot againefor 
all the Coyne in thy Fathers Excbequer:what a plague mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lieft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted, 

Falf. Ipretheegood Prince J^*/, helpe mce to my horfe, 
Good Kingsfonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, flrall I be your Oftler? 

F<flf.G o hang thy felfe in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters : if I be tane, jlepeach for this: and 1 haue not Ballades 
made on alfandfungto filthy tunes, let a cup of Sacke be my 
poyfon : when ieaft is fo forward, and afoot too,l hate it. 

Enter Gads -hill. 

Gad. Stand.- / al. So I doe againftmy will. 

Tom. O tis our fetter, I know his v oice.-ihir^o/wbat nevves? 

Bar. Cafe yee,cafe ye;on with your V izards,ther’s mony 
of the King* comming downe thehill,tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. . . 

Falf. You lieyou rogue, tis going to the Kings Tauerne. 

(jad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. To behanged. 

Prince. You foure fhall front them in the narrow Lane} 
Ned Tomes and I, will v\ alke lower; if they fcape from your 
encounter, then they light on vs. 

Petti 
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peto. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

falf. Zounds, will they not rob vs? 

Prince. What ? a coward SvxIohnPawnchl 

Falf Indeed I am not Iohn of (fant our Granfather , b 

vet no coward, Hal, 

7 Prince. Well, weele leaue that to the proofe. 

Poynes. Sirra/^,thy horfe ftands behind the hedge, when 
tho/needeft him, there thou (ball : find him, farewen,& ftand 
pa If Now cannot I ftrike him if 1 fhould be ban g . ( 

« prince . iVW, where are our difguifes? 

Pomes. Heere hard by ftand clofe. , rv 

Falf. Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, 1 ay ,eue y 

man to his bufines. / 

Enter the T rauellers. 

Tra. Come neighbor, the boy fhalleadour borfes downe 
the hill,weele walke a foote a while, and e_afe our legs. 

Theeues. Stay. Tra. lefus bleife vs. 

. Falf. vStrike, downe with them, cut the villages throats : a 
horefon caterpillars l Bacon-fed knaucs, they hate vs youth, 

downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. 0,wc are vndone,both we and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangyegorbcllied knaues,areyevndone?noye fat 
chuffes,! would your (lore were heere.-on bacons, on^ what 
yeknaues.?yongmen muft liue, you are grand Iurers,are ye? 
weelciureyeyfaith. 

Heere they rob them and bind them\ Enter 
the Prince, and Poynes ♦ 

Prince. Thetheeues haue bound the true men: now could 
thou and I rob the theeues^and goe merrily to London ft wold 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, and a good 
ieft for euSr. 

points. Stand clofe, l heare them comming. 

Enter thetheeues againe, 

Fal(. Come my- matters, let vs ihare, and then to horfebe- 
fore day; and the Prince & Poines be not two arrant cowardes, 
theres no equity ftirring,ther’s n'o more valour in that Poines , 
than ina wild Ducke.. 

Prince . 
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they are flaring, the Prince & p 6 y 
ft vpon them, they allrun away t andFal 
ftaffe after a blow or two r ms away too, / ea [ 
uing the booty behind them - 
e j>rin. Got with much eale. Now merrily to horfe,the theeue, 
are fcattercd,and polleft with fearefo ffrongly, that they d ave 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned, Falfiaffe fweare to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes al'oog.-wert not for laughing, 1 lhould pitty hi m . 
P eyries. How tnc rogue roard Exeunt, 

Enter Hotjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

Btitfor mine ovene part, my Lord, 1 could be well contented tobt 
therein reJpeH ojthe hue I be are your houfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then?‘in refpefl: of the 
loue he beares our houfe •• he ffiowes in this, he loues his own 
barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me fee fome more. 

7 he purpofeyou undertake is dangerous . 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep,to 
drinke; but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou mdertakeis dangerous , the friends you haue named 
vncertaine,the time it felfe vnfort ed,andyour whole plot too light for 
the comterpoife of fo great anoppoftlien, 

Say you fo,fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a flial- 
low cowardly hindc,& you lie what alack-braine is this? by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our friend 
true & conftant.-agood plot,goodfriends,&ful of expedatio 
an excellent plot, very good friends ; whatafrofty fpirited 
rogue is this? why my L.ofiTpr^ contends the plot, &thege* 
neral courfe of the addon, Zounds &I were now by this rafeal 
] could b’rainehim with his Ladies Fanne.Istherejiot my fa- 
ther my vnekie, & nty fclfeXord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord 
of Jerked Owen (ylendower ? Is therenot befldes th zDowgleul 
haue I not all th e lr letters to meet me in Amies by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of the fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcall is this & Infidell? Ha,youfliall 
fee now in very fincerity of feareand cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.O, I could diuidemy 

felfe. 



Henry the Fourth, 

felfe and «o to buffets, for mouingiuchadilh of skim Milkt 
with’fo honorable an adion. Hang bint, let him tel the King, 
we are prepared. I will fet forward ro night- Enter hts Lady* 
How now Kate, I muff leaue you within thefe two houres- 
Lady. O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue 1 this fortnight been 

A banifht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me, facet Lord, what is t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doff thou bend thine eies vpon the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freffi bloiid in thy cheekes* 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-eyd mufing,and curft melancholy? 

In my faint fluntbers,I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 
Speakctearmes of manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : An d thou haft talkt 
OfTallies; and retires, trenches, tents. 

Of P allizadocs, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafiltsks, of canon, culuerin, 

Of prifouersranfome.and of fouldiers flaine, 

An d all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, & 

That beds of fweat hath flood vpon thy brow. 

Like bubbles inalatedifturbed ftreame, 

^nd in thy face ftrange motions haue appeal'd, 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy buflnes hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muff kuow it,elfe he loues me not. 

Hit. What ho, is CjiUtamsmth the Packet gone? 

Ser. He is. my Lord, an hotife agoe. 

Hot. Hath Purler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriffe? 
Ser. One Horfe.my Lord, he brought euen now- 
Hot. W hai Horfe? a roane,a crop ear e, is it not? 

Ser ♦ It is my Lord. 

\D Hot, 
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Hot. That Roan fhal be my throne. Well, I wil back him 
ftraight. Entrance, bid Butler lead him forth into the parke 
Lady* But heare you my Lord. 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady 3 
La. What lsitcarries you away ?■ 

Hot * Why, my horfe(myloue)my horfe. 

La* Out you mad-headed ape,a weazel hath not fuch a dcale 
ofipleene,asyou are toft with. In faith jle know your bulines 
Harry, t bat I wiki f'care,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to.linc. hisenterprife, but if you 
Hot , So far a foot, I dial be weary, loue. (p 0 

£<*..Com,come,you Paraquito.anfwet roe dire<ftly,vnto this 
queftion that I lbal aske .* in faith lie breake thy littlefineer 
Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away,away you tri8er,loue; 1 leue thee not, 

1 care not for thee Kate , this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We mu ft haue bloudy nolet, andcrackt crownes, 

^nd pa lie them currant too : gods me my horfe. 

What laid thou Kate,w hat would!! thou haue with me? 

j ^ ou not ^ ouc me ' ? y° u not indeed? 

VVcl doe not then? for fince you loue me nor, 

I will not loue my felfc.Doeyou not loue me?’ 

Nay,tell me,if you (peake in ieaft,or no ? 

tome wilt thou fee me ride? 

And when lam a hoife-backejwillfoeare, 

I loue thee infihitly.Burharkeyou Kate , 

«x?u , n °T haue > ou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither 1 mu ft, I mull : and to conclude. 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate* 
i know you wife, but yet no farther wife, 

Then Harry <p tnjes WI f c . Conftant you are, 
out yet a woman) and for fecrecie* 

Lady clofer* for 1 will belecue. 

Thou wPt not vtter what thou doeft not know,* 

And 1° far willltuftthec, gentle 
La* How, C q far?. 

mu 
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Hot* Notan inchfurther; butharkeyou Kate 
Whither Igo.thitner (hall you goetoo: 

To day will I fee forward,to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate ? 

Ka. It muft of force. Exeunt* 

Enter 'Prince ardTcynes. 

^Prince. iVWLprethee come out of that fat too roc, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes* Where hart Scene Hall? 

Prtn* With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-heads.l haue founded thevery bale firing 
of Humilitie.Sir ra,l am fworne brother to a lealh of Drawers 
and can call them all by their Chrittian names, as Tom,Dtckj 
and Francis : they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though ! bePiinceofWtfer, yetlamthekingofC»r^/?e,& 
tell me flatly, I am not proud lacks like Falfiaffe-, buta Corin- 
thian, alad of mettall>a good Boy (by the Lord fo they cal me) 
and when I am king of England, 1 lhallcommand al the good 
laJs in Eaftcheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scarlet* & 
when you breath in your watring, they cry hem,andbidyou 
play it off. To conclude, 1 am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an houre,thatIcandrinkc with any Tinker in his 
owne language during my life. 1 will tell thee Ned, thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with mein thisa&ion : 
but fweet Nedyo fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this 
penniworth of Sugar , clapt euen now into my hand by an 
vnder skinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S. (hillings & 6.ipcoce,$LTouaretvelcome, with this fh rill 
addition, Anon. anon Jir , skore a pint ofBaflardin the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But Ned , to driuc away time till Fa/ftaffe come, J pre- 
thce doe thou (land in fome by-roomc, while Iqucftion my 
puny Drawer, towhatend he gaue me the Sugar, & do neuer 
l-.-aue calling Francu , that his tale to me may be nothing but. 
An >n : ften afide,and lie (hew thee aprefent. 
j Poines, Francis * 

Prince. Thou art perfed. 

Poines, Francis . 

Fran. Anon, Anon fir jlooke down into thePomgranct, Ralfe* 

D i Prince, 
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prince. Gome hither F r ancis. 

Frauds. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,?****?#* 

Francis. Forjooth Hue year es, and as much as to 
Poines . Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearcsjberlady along leafe for the chincking 
of Pewter : Bur Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhewita faire paireof 
hceles, and runne from it? 

Francis, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthebookesin 
England, \ could find in my heart. 

Poines. Francis . Francis* Anone Ur. 

Prince. How old art thou Francis t 
Francis . Let me fee,about Michaelmas next 1 ihall be 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittk.my Lord* 

« Prince . Nay buHiarke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me.t’was but a penny worth,waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had becne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, aske nice 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis ♦ “ Fr*««tf.Anon,anone. 

* prince ♦ -<4non Francis? No Francis but to morrow Francis , 
or Francis, on thurfeday « or indeed Francis , when thou wilt : 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord, _ „ 

Prmce. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Ierkin.Cnriltall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spaniih pouch/ 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane/ 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour oneise 
4rinkc : for looke you Francis ^ your White canuatTc doublet 
will fulley ♦ In Barbary [\ ir,it cannot come to (o much* 
Francis. Whatfir; 'Tomes . Francis. 

Prince . Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call 
Fie ere they both call him-, the Drawer ft ands amazed, not 
knowing which way to goe. Enter Vintner* 
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T’o LMSft*Lwithta?fe 

loo eto * ^ dor e, (hall I let them in ? 

r 4g&2^*'*«*™~^*** 

doore, (hall we be merry? > j d . b ut h ar ke yee, what 

‘CTarn »ow' rfS humors, that hauc tewed thcmfclue, 

humols.fincethe old dates ofgtwdman .^tothep™ 

age of this prefent Twdueadoke atm.dntght. Whats a 

(\ocke Francis? 

p^^h^Ser’SeUovv (hould haue fewer words then 
vllrpt & vet the fon ofa WomamHis induftry is yp ftaires 

am not yet ofP*r«;/ mind, the Botftur ofi the North, he ha* 
kilsmefome 6 or 7 . dozen of Scots at a breasfaftjwa.nes n 

hands, andfayes to his wife, Fievponthisquietlife, Iwant 
vvorke.O my licet Harry fayes (hel how many halt thou kild 
to day?GiuemyRoan horfeadrench(iayes he) and 1 answers, 
feme fourteene,anhout after: atrifte, a triftc.lpretheecalm 
Falftaffe, lie play Percy, and that damnde Brawre fo&ll play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.ifr»<?,faies the drunkard;ea.i m n s 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Faijta fie, 

Poines, Welcome lackey where haft thou becne? 

Fair. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen : giue meacup offackboy. E rellcad this 
life longt He fow neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertuc extant? _ . . 

Prm. Di jft thou neuer fee T/t 4 »kilfe adilh of butter ,pitti- 
full hearted Titanthtt melted at the (weet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didfl,then behold that compound, 
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£*/. You rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too.there is not! • 

but rogery to befound in villanous man;yet a coward u vv ' n $ 
then acup of lack with lime in it. A villanous coward, gou^ 
waies old lacke. die when thou wilt, if manhood, guodnia^ 
hood be noeforgot vpon tne face of theearth, then anil'* 
fhotten herrsnguhere hues nor 3. good menvnhangd jj, ^ 
land, and one of them is fat, and growes old 3 Gon hclp e 
while,a bad world Hay : 1 would I wereaweauer,! could li* 5 
Pialmes,cr any thing. A plague of all cov\artls,I fay *‘8 

Prtnc ♦ How now Wolfacke,what n.uttei you j 

Fal. A Kings Son? if I doe not beat thee out ofthy Kino. 

dome with a dagger of Lath, and driu all thy Subicdh afure 
theelikeafl ckeof Wild-geefe, lieneua wearebaire on my 
face more, you Prince ol Wales* 

Prin. Whyyou horfonround man, what’s the matter/ 

Fa/. Are you not a coward? anfwere me to that, and 
there. 

Prin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me cowardly the 
Lord jleltab thee, 

Fal. 1 call thee coward? jle fee thee damnde eare I call thee 
co*ard,but I would glue a thouland pound 1 cold run as fall 
as thou canft. Y ou are (Iraight enough in the (boulders, you 
care not who fees your backc: call you that backing ofyour 
friends?apiaguevponfuch backing: giuemethemthatwill 
face me.giue me a cup of lack, I am a rogue it I drunk to day 

Pri, O villaine.thy lips are fcarcc wip’d fincethou drunkft 
laff. Fal. yfll’s one for that. He drinks . 

A plagueofall cowars ftill fay !. 

Prin. What’s the matter? 

Fal. What’s the matter? heerebee foure of vs, hauetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Prm. Whereia it lacks , where is it? 

Where is it ? takenfromvsitis : a hundred vpon 
poore foure of vs. 

Prm. What, a hundred man f 

Fal. lama ro^ue.if i w eare not a halfc (word, with a doze 
oft! tem two houres together. 1 haue fcaped by miracle. 1 am 
eight times thiuft through the Doublet, foui e through the 

Hole, 
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Ho fe my buckler cut through & through, my Sword hack * 
ike a haud-faw ,eecejtgmm. 1 neuer dealt better fmee 1 was a 

man, 'll would not dJ.A plague of alcowards,let them fpeak 

if they fpeake more or Ielle then truth, they arevdlaines, and 

the formes of darknelfe 

Gad. Speake firs, how was it ; 

Rofs. Wee foure fet vpon lome dozen. 

Falft. Sixteen e at leaf! , my Lord. 

Rofs. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound, 

Fal. Y ou rogue they were bound, euery man of them, or i 

am a lew elfe,au Ebrew le y. , 

'Rofs. As we were lharing.fome 6. or 7. frelh men let vpo vs. 
Fal. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other. 
Prin. What fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All ? 1 know not what you call all : but if I foughtnot 
with fifty of them , I a n a bunch Radilh : if there were not 

two or three and fifty vpon poore old Jacinth cn am I no two 
leg’d creature. 

poin. Pray God you haue not murthcred fome or them. 
Pal. Nay that’s pall praying for, 1 haue pepper’d two of 
them, Two l am furel haue payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
lutes : I tell thee what Halj f.l tel thee alie,lpit in my tace;cal 
me Horfe: thou knoweft my old word: herellay,and thus! 
bore my pc int:foure rogues in buccorom let driue at me. 
Prm. What,f oure. ? thou faid ft but two, cuen now. 

Fat. Foure Hal,l told thee foure. 

Tom. 1 , 1 ; he find foure. 

Fal. T hefe foure came all a front,& mainely thruft at me| 

I made no more adoe, but tooke all tneir feuen points in my 
Target, thus. 

Prm. Seuen?why there were but foure, euen now. 

Fal. In Buccorom. 

Pom. I, foure, in Buccorum fuites. 

Fal. Seuen,oy thefe Hilts, or 1 am avillaine elfe. 

Prm. Prethee ler him alone,we (hail haue more anon, 
Falf, Doeft thou hcare me Hal. 

Prin. I and marke thee too. Jack?* 

Falf. 
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Falf. Do fd,for it is worth the hftning to, thefe nine i n jj uc< 
.kromjthat 1 told thee of* 

Pn». So, two more already. 

Falf. Their points being broken, 

Panes. Downc fell his hofe. 

Fal. Began to giue me ground, but I followed me clofe,^, 
in foot & hand,& with a thought, feuen of the elcuen 1 p a y t 
Trin.O, monftrous'.eleuen bukrommen grown out of two? 
iW*But as the diucll wold haue it, three mil- begotte knau es 
in jeW<*#greeen,came at my backe and let driue at me, tor it 
was fo darke, Hal, that thou couldft not fee thy hand. * 
Tnn. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets the, grofli 
as a moutain,opc palpable. Why thou clay braind guts, thou 
knotty-pated fade, thou horfon obfeenegrealie tallowcatcb. 
Fal* What?artthou mad. 7 art thou mad? is not the truth the 



Prin t Why how couldft thou know thefe men in Kevhti 
greene, when it was fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand} 
come tell vs your reafon, W hat faift thou to this l 
Poms. Come y our reafon Iacke,your reafon* 

Fal. What,vpon compulfioi.. 7 Zounds, and I wereattlie 
ftrappado,or al the racks in the world, 1 would not tel you on 
compulsion. Giue you areafoironcompulfion ? if reafont 
were as plenty as blackberries, I would giue no man a reafon 
vpon compulfion,I. 

Prin. lie be no longer gmitie of this fin This fanguine co- 
ward,this bed-prcifer,this horfe-back-breaker, this hueehill 
offlefli. , 6 

Fal * Zbloud you ftaruling,you elfskin,youdried neats tong, 
bu!s-pizzell,you ftock-fi fh * O for breath tovtterwhatislike 
theejyou taylersyard,youiheath,you bow* afe,you vileftan* 
dingtucke. 

Pm.Wel,breath a while,and then to it againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfein bafecoparifons,hear mefpeak but thus, 
Poyn. Marke', lacke. 

Prin. Wetwo,fawyoufoure,fetonfoure& bound them, & 
were matters of their welth- marke now how a plaine tale dial 
put you downc : then did we t&o let oq you foure, and with a 

word 
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word* outfac'd you from your prize, & haue it, yea, &can (hew 
it you here in the houfe : and F*##,y ou carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly, with as quipkdexterity, & roared formercy,and 
ftiU run and roare,as cuer Iheard Bul-calfe. Whata flaueart thou 
to hack thy fword as thou haft done, & then fay it was in fight ? 
what tricke ? what deuice f what ftarting hole can ft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open andapparant fliame l 

pom. Come lets hearc Jae\e, what tricke haft thou now ? 

Falf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as hee that madeycc* 
Why heare you mymaifters, was it formee, tokilltheHeire 
apparant 7 fhould I turne vpon the true Prince i V V hy, thou 
knoweft I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inftin<5l,the Li- 
on will not touch the true Prince, inftinftisagreat matter. I 
w as a Coward on inftinft, I (hall thinke the better of my lelfe* 
and thee, daring my life; I,for a valiantLion, and thou for a true 
Prince: but, by the Lcrd Lads, 1 am glad you haue the money, 
Hoftellc claptothedoores, watch to night, pray tomorrow : 
GaUants, Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold , aU the titles ©f good 
fellowlhip cometo you. What, (hall we be merry ? (ball wee haue 
a Play extempore? 

Prin. Content, and the argument (hall bee,thy running away. 

Pah A, no more of that H*l,St thou loueft me. Enter Hoftcffc. 

Hof. O Iefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin. How now my Lady thcHoJfeJfe, what faift thou to me ? 

H^Marry,my L. there is a Noble man ofthe court, at doore 
would fpeake with you : he (ayes he comes Irom your father. 

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall man , and 
feud him backe againc to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Hof. An old man. 

Fal. What doth graurtie outof his Bed at midnight i Shall I 
giue him his anfwer f 

Prin. Prethce doe /<*£%. 

Fal. Fayth,and defend him packing.' 

Prin. Now first birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Peto,fo 
did you Bardol-, you arc Lyons too, you ran away vpon inftind, 
you will not touch the true Piipce, no fie. 

2?*r. Faith, I ran v\hcn I faw others runne. ' 

E ‘Prince, 
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frince. Faith? tell me now inearneft, how zzmeP4ftaiff es 

^yac°SNUy , he backt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
f Sntland but hee would make ycu beleeueit 

fweare « u ^ fi ° p U ' °^ erlwad ed vs to doe the like. 

W as done d^ ^ ^ nofes wlth Fpeare-gralle, to make 

them bleed el and then to beilubber our garments with it, and 
fweare it was the blood oftrue men. I did that I did not thisft*. 
uen y eare before, 1 blulht to heare his ffionflrcos deu.fes. 

<p rtn O villiine, thou ftoku a cup of Sacke eighteene yeeres 
aeo and werttaken with the manner, and cuer linccthou haft 
bfuOit extempore, thou l.adll fire and (word on thy fide,andyet 
thou ranft away : what infttaft hauft thou for it ? 

Bar. My Lotd, doe you lee theft meteors? doe, you behold 

thefe exhalations • 

Bar' What thjnke you they portend r 
Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. 

Bar . Cheler,my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter F at falffe. 

Frm No, if rightly taken, Halter. Here comes leane lacked 
t omes bare- bone. How now my.fweete creature of Bombaft, 
flow long is’t ago, lacks , fince thou faweft thine owne Knee ? 
Fal. Myowneltnee i when I was about thy yeares (Iht) 1 

was not an Eagles talent in the waft; Icould haue crept into a- 

ny Aldermasthumbe-ring: a plague offighing and griete, it 
blowes a man vp like a bladder. Tker’svillanousnewes abroad, 
here was fir John braby from your Father : you muft goe to the 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North Percy 
andheof»fc/«, that gaue Amamon the Baflinado, and made 
Lucifer cuckold, and (wore the Ftuell his true liegeman vpou 
the Crofle of a welch houke ; whata plague call you him ? 

Poin ♦ O Glendower. 

F4. Owen, Owen, the fame, and his Sonne in. law Mortimer, 
andold Northumberland , and thefprighly Scot of Scottes Dw 

^/4/e,t^arrunnesahoife-backevp a hill perpendicular. 

r Prm . Heethat rides at. high (peed, and with a Piftoll kihesa 
Sparrow flying. 4 
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Fair. Youhauehitit. . . ’ 

'TriL Why what a tafcall art thou then, to prate him Co for 

U "f 4. 8 1 horfc-hacke (yeeCuckoc) huton foote hee will not 
budgeafoote. 

yfdaLTandSi thoufand blew Caps more a «olnc 

way by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with cue uewe,, 
vou may buy Land now as cheape as fhnckiug Mackrcll, 

Trin. Then t’is like, if there come a hot Sunne, ana this ciui 
buffeting hold , wee (hall buy Mayden-heads as they buy Ho - 

na ']S b By the Made lad, thou faifl true, it is like wee fiiail haue 
good trading that way. But tdl me JS4 Art not thou horrible a- 
feard i th, u being Heire apparent , could the world picke : thee 
obt three fuch Enemies againe, as that fiend Dowglasyfat Ip 
Percy, and that diu ell (jlendower ? Art thou not horrible a ra 
doth not thy blood thrill at it i . _ 

Pri». Not awhityfaith . I lackc fume of thy inlniict. 
pft If. Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou commefi to thy Father j if thou doe loue mee, praftiie an 

anfwere. „ 

Prince. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me vpon 

the particulars o( my life. 

Fal, Shall i? content : this Chaire (halbe my State,this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Culhiri my Crownc. 

Prm . Thy State is tak en oraioynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter ^or a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne/or a pit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

Falf. Well, and cne fire Grace be not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thou be moued. Giuc mee a cuppcof Sacke to make 
mine eyes looke redde, thautmaybe thought I haue wept? 
For I muftfpeake inpaflion , and Iv\illd©e it hi Kirlg Carnbijes 
vaine, 

E t Prime* 
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Pritt. Well,heereismylegge. 

fal. And hccre is myfpeech .• ftand afide Nobihtie, 

Ho.OIefu, this is excellent fport, y faith. 

fal Weepe not fweet Queene, for trickling teares are vainc, 

Bo\ O the father, how he holds his countenance ? 

fal For Gods fake Lords, conucy my truttiull Queene : 

For teares do ftop the floud- gates ofher eies. 

Ho. O lefu , heedoth it as like one of t heie harlotry Players, 

aseucrlfce, , . .. , . 

fal. Peace good Pint- pot, peace good tickle brame. 

Harry, I doe not onelymaruell where thou fpendeft thy time, 
but alfo, how thou art accompanyed : For though the Cammo* 
mile, the more itis tioden, the fatter it growes ; yetyouth , the 
more it is wafted, the fooner it weares : thou art my fonne,I haue 
partly thy mothers word , partly my opinion; but chiefly ,avil- 
lanous tvicke of thineeye , and afoolifh hanging of thy neathet 
lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be fonneto me,herelieth 
the poynt; why, bemgfonne to me, art thou fo pointed at; (ball 
the Wetted fonne of heauen proue a micher,and cate Blackeber- 
ties? aqueftionnottobeaskt. Shall thefonne of England proue 
athiefe,and take purfes? aqueftiontobeaskt. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haft often heard of, and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land, by thename of Pitch ; this Pitch fas ancient wri- 
ters doe rcport)doth defile?fo doth thecompany thou keepeft; 
Vox Harry, now I doenotfpeake to thee in drinkc, but in teares, 
not in plcafui e, but in paflion ; not in words onely, but in woes 

alfo: and yet thereisavcruious man, whom I haue often noted 
in rhy company,but I know not his name, 

Vrince. What manner of man, and it like your Maicftie? 
fal, A goodly portly man y faith, and a coi pulent,of a cheer- 
ful! look, a pleating eie.and amoft noble cariage,and as I think, 
his age fome fifty, orbtrlady, incliningtothreefcore,andnow 
1 remember me, his name is falftajfeiif that man fliould be lewd- 
ly giuen,he deceiues me. For Harry, \ fee vertue in his lookes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpcake it , there is vertue in that faljla/ffe , 
him keepe with* the reft banifln and tell me now, thounaughty 
varietjtsll me, where haft thou been this month? 

Prince, 
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fr'mce. Doft thou fpeakelike aKing ? doe thou ftand for 

an p rf?. e 1) ^pofe me, if thou doft it halfe fo grauely, fo maieftical- 
. both in word and matter, hang me vp by the hecles for a Rab= 
bet-fucker, or a Coulters hare. 

Prince Well, heere. I am fet. 

faif And heere 1 ftand, iudge my maifters, 

fnwe. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

falf. My noble Lord, from Eaftcheape * 

prince. The complaints I hcare of thee, are grieuous. 

falf* Zbioud nay Lord, they are falfc : nay, lie tickle yee for a 

^°Prmce. Sweareft thou,vngracious boy? henceforth nerelook 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace, there is aDi- 
uell haunts thee in the likenette of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
isthy companion ; why doft thou conuerfc with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinette,that fwolne parcell 
of Dropfies,that hugebombard ofSacke,that ftufftCloke-bag 
of guttes, that rofted Manning tree Oxe wtththe pudding in 
his belly, that reuerent Vice, that gray lniquitie 3 that father Ruf- 
fian,that vanity in yeares •• wherein is he good,but to tafte Sacke 
and drinkc it? wherein neatc and deanly,buttocaruea Capon 
and eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Craft ? whereincraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things? wherein wor- 
thy, but. in nothing? 

falf. I would your Grace would take mee with you : whom 
meanes your Grace ? 

Prince * That villanous abhominrble mifleader ofyouth, fal° 
ftalffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

fal* My Lord, the man I know. P rin. 1 know thou doft . 

fal. But to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then Iknow ; that he is old ( the more the pit- 
tie)his white haircs dowitnefle it : but that he is (fauing your re* 
ucrence) a whoremafter, that I vtterly deny t if Sacke and Sugar 
be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
firme, then many an old Hoft that I know, is damn’d : if to bee 
fatte,betobehated , then Pharaohs leanekine are to beloued* 
No, my good Lord,banilh Peto, banifh fardel, banifh Pomes; but 

H j for 
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for fweet lache Falflalffe , kind Iae ^ Fal fi a/ f e > true Uc k e F *tjhtlff e 
valiant lacks Falflalffe, and therefore more valiant, being as hc ' 
is old lacke Falflalffe, banift* not himjhy Hanes company,^ 
nidi not him thy Harries company * bamfti plumpe Jacf e ) and 
banilh all the world. 

I doe, I will. Bardo11 inning. 

Bar, O, my Lord, my Lord, theShenefe, withanioftmon- 
ftrous Watch is at the dofe. 

Fal. Outyourogue, play outthePlay ; 1 hauemuchtofay 

in the behalfeofthatF<#<^* 

Enter the Hofteffe. > 

Hof . ; O Iefu, my Lord, my Lord 1 

jV/i Heigh, heigh, the diuell rides vpon a- Fiddle-fticke, 

what’s the matter? . , , , 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore, they are 
come to fearch theHoufe, fhall I let them in • ^ ' 

Palf. Doft thou heare Hal ? neuer call a true p'eece of Gold a 
Counterfeit, thou arteifentially made, without teeming lo. 
Prince. Andthou a naturailCoward, without inttindt. 

Pdf. I deny yourMaior ; if youwill deny the Sherife, fo, if 
not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as v\ el as anotfei roan) 
a plague on my bringingvp : I hope 1 fhall as foone be ftrangled 

with a Halter as an other. 

Prince. Goe hide theebehinde the Arras, the reft Wilke vp a- 
boue. Now* my Matters, for a true Face and good Conlciencc 
• pdf. Both which I haue had; but their date is out, and there- 
fore lie hide me. 

Vrin. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Vrin. Now maifter Sherife, what U your will with me? 

S her. Fifft,pardon me,my Lord. A hue and cry hatii followed 
certaincmen vntothis houfe. 

p rince. What men? _ , .< 

Sher. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, a groiie 

fat man. 

far* As fat as Butter. 

> P rin* The man, I do aflureyou is not heere. 

Fori my felfe at this time haue employed him : 
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And Sherife, I will ingage my word to thee, 

That I will by to morrow dinner time. 

Send him t© anfwere thee or any man, 
p c r any thing he fliall be charg’d withall. 

And fo let meintreatcyouleauethe houfe. 

Sher. 1 will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 3 00. markes. 

prince. It may be fo : if he haue rob’d thefc men. 

He ilialbe anfwerable .* and fo farewell. 
sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 
p rin. I thinke it is good morrow, is it not /; 

Sher* Indeed my Lord, I.thinke it be two a clocke. Exit* 
"Prince* ThisoylyrafcallisknowneaswellasPoules.: go call 

him forth. • , , . 

p Mg. pdftdffe? faftafleepc behinde the Arras, andfnorting 

likeahorfe. * 

Pm. Harke how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pocket?. 

Hefearcheth his pockets, and findetb'certaine papers* 

Prince* Whathaft thou found ? 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Prince* Lets fee what be they : reade them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fa wee 

Item, Sacke, two gallons, 

Item Anchouesand Sacke after Supper. 

Item bread. 

O monttrous, but one halfe peniworth of bread to this intole- 
rable dcale.ofSacket what there is elfe,kcepeclofe, weele reade 
it at more advantage .-there let him fleep till day; lie to the court 
in the morning. We muft all to the warres,and thy place fhalbe 
honourable, lie procure this fat rogue a charge of foote , and I 
know his death will be a match of twelue fcore; the money fhall 
be payed backe againe with aduantage : be with mce betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt * 

Enter Hotjpur, fVorcefler, Lord Mortimer , 
OwenGlendower . 

Mor. Thefepromifesarefaire,thepartic#Iure, 

And 
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And our indudion full of profperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Adortimr, and coofin giendower.ml you fit downe> 
And v'nclc fTorcepn a plague vpon it, I haue forgot the Map, 
Glen. Nojheere it is; fit coofin Percy, fit good coofin Hotfix- 
for by that name , as often as Lancafter dothfpeake of you , hi, 
checke lookes pale, and with a riling figh heewilheth youi n 

HC Sr*And you in Hell, as oft as heeheates Oven Gtendw tr 

fpokc oft . . . 

Glen. I cannot blame him*, at my natiuitie, 

The front of Heauen was lull of firie lhapes, 

Of burning CreiTcts: and atmy birth, , • 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 

Shak’dlikeaCoward. _ r ~ 

Hot* Why fo it would haue done at the lame leaf on, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your felfe had neuer bcene 

Glen, I fay, the Earth did (hake when I was borne. 

Hot. And I fay, the Earth was not of my minde, 

Ifyou fuppofe, as fearing you,it Ibooke. ... 

Glen, The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble, 
Hot. Oh, then the Earth Ihooke to fee the Heauens on fire, 

And not in feare of your Natiuitie: 

Difealed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions, and theteeming Earth, 

Is with akiude of Collicke pincht and \rext, 

By the imprisoning of vnruly Winde 

vv ithin her wombe, which for inlargement ftnuing, 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples,and motfe-grownc T owers. At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, hauing this diftemperature, 

In paflionfhooke. 

Glen. Coofin, of many men 
I doe not bcare thefe croffings t giue me leaue 
To tell you once againe, that at my Birth, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 

The Goats ranne from the Mountames ; and the Hearas 
Were ftrange y clamorous to the frighted r lelds, 
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Thefcfignes haue markt me extraordinarie, 

And all the courfes of my life doe fliew, 

I am not in the roll of common men; 

Where is the liuing, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Banks ef England, Scotland, and Woles, 

Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me. 

And bring him out that is but Womans fbnne. 

Can trace me in the tedious wayes ofa^rt, 
ez/nd hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Hot. I thinke there’s no man fpeaks better fVelJb, 

He to dinner. 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy, yon will make him mad. 
glen. I can call Spirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why, fo can I, or fo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them.? 
G ? /e».Why,Ican teach thee coofen,to command theDiuel. 
Hot. An d I can teach thee coofen to fiiamc the Oiuell, 

By tellingtruth. T ell truth, and lliame the Diuell. 

If thou haue powerto raife him, bring him hither, 
tAnd lie be fwornc,I haue power to fiiamc him henae. 

Oh while you liue, tell truth,and fhametheDiuell. 

Mor. Conae,comeno more of this vnprofitablechat. 
Glen. T hree times hath Henry Balltngbrooke made head 
*/4gainft my power, thrice from the bankes of Wye, 

And Sandy bottom’d Seueme haue I fent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

Hot. Home without Bo©ees,and in foule weather too.? 
How fcapes he agues in the diuds name? 

Glen. Come, here is iheMap,fhall we diuide our right, 
According to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The tsirch-deacon hath deuided it 
Into three limits, very equally.* 

England fromTrent, and Seuerne hitherto. 

By South and Eaft, is to my part afiignde, 

AH Weftward Walesbeyond the Seuerne fh ore. 

And all the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen Glendower : and deare coofe, to you 
1 he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 
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a^nd our indentures tripartite are drawne 
Which beingfealed interchangeably , 
f t^bufincs that this night may execute.-; 

Tomorrow coofen ‘Percy you and 1 

a^nd my good Lord ot mrcefier will let forth-, 

To meet your father and the Scottifh power. 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendomr is not ready yet, • 

Nor fhall we need his helpc thefefoureteene daiesj 
Within that fpacc,you may haue drawne togetner 

Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen,' 

Glen . A fli orter time (hall fend me to you Lords, 

And in my conduct (hall your Ladies come. 

From whome you now mud fteale andtakenokaue, 

For there will be a world of water (hed , 

Vponthe parting of your wiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks my moity North from Burton heere 
In quantity equals not one ofyours ? 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in, 

^nd cuts mefrom the bell: of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantle out 
He haue the currant in this place damnd vp, 

Afnd here thefmug and filuer Trent (hall run, 

In a newchannell, faire and eucnly, 

It fhall not wind with fuch a deepe indent 
Torob meofforichabottomehere. 

0m Not-wind? it fhall.it muft, you fee it doth. 

Mor. Yea, but marke how he beares his courfe,& runs me 

vp,with likeaduantage ontheotherfide, gelding the oppoied 

continents much.asonthe other fide it takes from you. 

Wor. Yea, but alittlcchargewill trench him here, 

And on this Northfidc,win this cape of land 

And then he runs ftxaight and euen. _ 

Hot. lie haue it fo.a little charge will do it, 

Glen, llencshaueitaltred. 

Hot. Willnotyou? 

Glen. No, nor you fhall not. 

Hot* WhoftialUay menay?’ ^ 
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Glen. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not vnderftand you then, (peak it in Wtlfh. 
Glen , 1 can fpeake Snglijh Lord, as well as you, 

For 1 was traind vp in the Engltjh Court, 

Where, being but yong,I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Engltjh dittie,louely well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament: 

A vertue that was neuer feeae in you. 

Hot. Marry,and I am glad ofitwith alimy heart, 

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

I had rather heare a brafen canfticke turnd. 

Or a dry whcelc grate on the axele-tree. 

And that wouldfetmy teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo muekas minfing Poetry ? 

T’is like the forc’t gate of a fhuffling nag. 

Glen. Comeyou fhall haue turnd. 

Hot. 1 doe not care,Ilegiue thrice fo much land 
T o any well deferuing friend : 

But in the way ofbargaine, marke ye me? 
lie cauill on the ninth part of ahaire. 

Are the indentures drawne? fhall we begone? 

Glen. The Moone fhines faire,you may away by night? 
lie haft the writer, and withal!, 

Breake with your wiues, of your departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much (he doteth on her Mortimer , j Exit. 

Mor. Fie, cofen Percy , how you erode my father. 

Hot. I cannot chufe.fometime heangers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies: 

And, ofa dragon and a finlefle fifti, 

A clip-wingd Griffin.and a moulten Rauen , 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

A\ id fuch a deale of Skimble skamble ftuffc. 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what. 

He held me laft night,at leaft,nine houres. 

In reckoning vp the feuerall diuels names* 

~ — ' That 
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That were his Lackics : I cried hum, and well, go to, 

But markthim notawordjO,heisastedi©us 
Asa tyred Horfe,arayling Wife, 

Worfe then afmokie Houfe. I had rather liue 
With Cheefe and Garlike in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on cates,and haue him talke to me, 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriltendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealements, valiant as a Lion, 
Andwondrou$affable,andas hountifull' 

As Mines of India: /hall I tell you, Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come crolle his humor,faith he does : 

I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done, 

Without the taft ofdanger and reproofe.- 
But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you, 

Wor . In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 

^nd finceyour comming hither,haue done enough 
To put him quite befides bis patience.- 
Y ou muft needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it /hewgreatneirc,couragc, blood. 

And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent har/hrage, 

Defeft of manners, want of gouernement, 

Pride, hautine/Te,opinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft of which haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beaucie of all parts befides-. 

Beguiling them ofcoinmendation. 

Hot. Well, I am /choold,Good*noanners be your /peed,. 
Hcere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

Enter giendower, with the Ladies. 

OlEor* This is the deadly /pight that angersme, 

My Wife can fpeake no Englifh, I no Weljh. 

9{ e * 4 My Daughter w«epes,/heele not part with you, 

Sheek 
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Sbeele be a fouldier too, /hecle to the warres. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that /he, and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in yourconduftfpeedily. 

Glendovser /peaces to her in vseljh, and {he anfveeres 

him in the [awe* 

glen . She is defperat hcere, 

Apeeui/li felfe-wil’d harlotry, one thatnoperfwa/ion can doe 
good vpon. 

The Lady (peaks: in Weljh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,that pretty welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling hcauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for /hame 
Infuch a>pailey /hould I anfwerethcc. 

The Lady againe in Weljh. 
tJMor ♦ I vnderftand thy ki/Tes,and thou mine. 

And thats a feeling deputation : 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

TillI haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 

Makes Weljh asfvveets as ditties highly pend, - 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauilhing diuilion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,if thou meft,then will /he runne mad. 

The Lady fpeakes againe in Weljh. 

Mor . 0,1 am ingnorance it felfe in this. 

Glen . She bids you on the wanton rufheslay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And /he willfing the fong that pisafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of/lcepe, 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinelfe. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepc , 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harueft teem© 

Begins his golden progrell'e in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart He fit and heareher fing. 

By that time will our bookel thinke be drawne. 

Gle n. Do /b,and thofe Mufitions that /hall play to you, 
Hang in theayreathoufand Leagues from thence. 

And ftraightthey fliallbehere,fitand attent. 

F 3 Mot* 
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Hot. Come Kate .then art perfed in lying downe, 

Come, quicke,quicke, that I may lay my head in thy lap, 

La. Go, ye giddy goofe. 

The CWfiJtcke playes. 

Hot . Now I perceiue the diuell vndcrftands Weljh. 

And t is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufition. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 

Lie ftillye thiefe,and heare the Lady fingin Weljh. 

Hot . 1 had rather heare Lady>my breech howle iajrijh. 

La. Would’ ft haue thy head broken? 

Hot « No. - * 

La, Then be ftill. 

Hot . Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. ' i 

Hot. T o the Wejh Ladies bed. ■> 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace, (he lings. 

Heere the Lady fmgsa roelfb fong. 

Hot. Come, He haue your long too. 

La. Notminein goodfooth. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh?Hart you fweare like acorn- 
fitmakers wife,not you in good Tooth, & as true as Iliue,and 
as God (ball mend me, and as Ture as day .* 
a^fnd giueft fuch farcenetfurety for thy othes. 

As ifthou neuerwalkft further then Finsbury : 

Sweare me Kate, like a Ladie as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath, and leaucinfooth, 
jind fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread. 

To veluet gards,and Sunday-Cittizens, 

Come,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing. 

Hot. T is the next way to turne tayler,or be red-breft teacher 
and the indentures bedrawne,jle away within thefe a .hours, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen. Come, come, Lord <J^lortimer)you are Dow, 

As Hot Lord Percy U on fire to goc. 
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By this our Booke is drawn e,weele but feale, 

J n d then to horfe immediately, 
jMor. With all my heart. 

Enter the Kwg.V rinse of Wales , and other. 

King. Lords,giue vs leaue,the Prince of pales, and I, 

Muft haue fome priuate conference, but beneere at hand. 

For we (hall prefently haue need ofyou. Exeunt Lords, 

I know not whether God will haue itfo. 

For fome difpleafingferu'ice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doome, out of my blood, 

-Hec’le breed reuengement and a fcourgefor me: _ 

But thou doft in the paflages of life, 

Makeme beleeue.that thou art onely market 
* For the hot vengeance, and the rod of Heauen, 

Topunifti my miftreadings. Tell media 
Coyld fuch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore,fuch bare,fuch le\vd,fuch meane attempts, 

■i Such barren pleafures,rudefocietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood, 

^ndholdtheirleuell with thy Princely heart? * 

P rin. $©pleafcyourMaieftie,I would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as cleareexcufe. 

As well as I am doubtleflfe I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withalli 
Y et fuch extenuation let me beg. 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnes needs muft heare 
By fmilingPick-thankes,and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred,and irregular. 

Find pardon on my true fubmiflion. 

King, God pardon thee, yet let me wonder Harrj 9 . 

At thy affedion$»which doe hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thyanceftorsr 
Thy place in Counfelhhou haft rudely loft. 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fuppliaej 
And art almoft an alien to the hearts 

Oi 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud. 

The hope and expeftaion of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foule of euery man 
Prophetically do fore-thmke thy fall; 

Hau l/o lauifli of my prefence beene. 

So c ommon nackneid in the eiesofmen, 

So ftak mu cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne 
Had ltd) kept loyall to polfellion. 

And left me in reputeles banifhment. 

A fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being feldomefeene,l could not ftir 
But like a Comet 1 was wondred at. 

That men would tell their ChildrenjThis is he ; 
Others would fay,wherc,which h'BftUingbrotkg : 
And then 1 Hole all curtelie from heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humilitie. 

That I did plucke allegiance from mens hartsi 
Loud (lioutes and falutations from their mofcthes 
Euen in the prefence ofthe crowned King. 

Thus I did keepe my perfort freih and new, 

My prefencelike a robe pontificall, 
Ne’rcfeene,but wondred at, and fo my ftate 
Scldome,but fumptuous, ihewed like a feaft 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled vp and downe. 
With H: allow iefters,and raih bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, andfoone burnt, carded his ftate. 
Mingled his royalty with Carping foolesj 
Had his great name prophaned with their fcornes, 
And gauehis countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybing Boycs.and ftand the pufti 
Of euery bcardles vainecomparatiue 
Grew a companion to the common ftrects, 
Enforc’t himfelfe to popularity, 

T hat being daily fwallowed by mens eyes, 

They furfetted with hony, and began to loath 
The taft offwetnes, vvhereof a little. 
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More then a little, is by much too much* 

So when he had occafion to be fecne. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iune, 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As ficke and blunted withcommuaity, 

Afford no extraordinariegaze* 

‘'Such as is bent on fun-like Matiefty, 

When it Ihines fcldome in admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd,and hung their eye-lids doWne 
Slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpedc 
As cloudy menvfeto doe to their aduerlaries. 
Being with his prefence, glutted, gorgde, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry ft an deft thou. 

For, thou haft loft thy Princely priuiledge, 
with vile participation, Not an eye 
But is aweary of thy common, fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to fee thee mere. 
Which now doth that I would not haue it done. 
Make blind it felfe with foolifh tendtrnefle* 

I fliall hereafter, ray thrice gracious Lord 
Be more my felfe. King* For all the world 
As thou art to this howre, was Richard then. 
When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now; 

Now by my feepter and my foule to boote. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate, 

Th,en thou, the fliadow offucceflion, 

For of no right nor colour like to right* 

He doth fillneldes with Harnes in the Realme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed Iawes, 

And being no more indebt to yeares, then thou 
Leadft ancient Lords, and reuerent Biihops on. 

To bloody battels, and to bruftng arrues, 

What neuer dying honor hath 1 he got, 

Againft renowued ‘Dowglas? whofc high deedes, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in Armes, 
Holds from all Souldiers chiefc majority. 

And military title capital!* j . .. 
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Through all the kingdomes thatacknowledge Chrifl, 
Thrice hath the Hotfpur Mars in fwathing clothes, 
This infant warriour, in his cuterprifes, 

Dilcomfited gre&t. Dcveg/as, tane h;m once, 

Enlarged him,and made afnend of him. 

To fill the mouth ofdeepe defiance vp, 

A nd (hake the peace and iafety ©four throne* 

And whatfay you to this 1 Tercy, Northumberland , 
The Archbifhops Grace of Yorke, Dowglas, Mortimer . , 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee i 
Why, Harry do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my neer’ftand deereft enemy ? 

T hat thou art like enough through vallall feare, 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart of fpleene. 

To fight againft mevnder Perfyes pay, 

To dog his heeles,and curtfie at his frownes, 

To (hew how much thou art degenerate* 

Tnn. Doe not thinke fo, you lhall not findc it fo, , 
And God forgiucthem, that fo much hauefvyayde* 
Your Maicfties good thoughts away from me; 

I will redeeme all this on Percyeshc ad j 
And in the doling of feme glorious day 
Be bould to tell yeu that I am your Tonne, 

When I will wearea garment all ofbloud, 

And ftaine my fauours in a bloudy maske, 

Which waftitaway, lliall Icoure my lhamewith it* 

And that (hall be the day, when ere it lights 
That thtsfame child of honour and renowne. 

This gallan tHotjpur, this alkprayied knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry chines to meet, 

Bor euery honor fittingon his helme. 

Would they weremultitudes, and one my head , 

My Hi? me redoubled* Forthc time will come 
That I (hall make this Northerne youth exchange 
Hisg orious deedes for my indignities, 

Percy is but my Fatftot, good my Lord 
To cngrollc my , glorious deeds on my behalfe, 
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And I will call him to fo ftrid account. 

That hefhall render euery glory vp, 

Yea, euen the (lighteft worftiipofhis time; 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart* 

This in the name of God I promife here, 

Thewhich ifhc bepleafd I (hall performs 
I do befeech your Maieftie may (due, 

The long growne woundes of my intemperance ; 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands. 

And I will die an hundred thoufands deaths, 

Ere breake thefmallcft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou (halt haue charge, and foueraine truft herein. 

How now good Blunt l thy lookes are full of ipeed. 

Enter Blunt . 

Blrnt. So hath thehuifines that I come tolpeake of* 

Lord c. Mortimer of Scotland hath fent ward, 

That Dowglas And the Englijh rebels met. 

The clenenth of this moneth,a t Shrewsbury: 

A mighty and a fearefull head they are, 

(If promiies be kept on euery hand) 

As euer offered fouleplayin a ftatc. 

Kmg. TheEarle of WeftmcrUnd let fourth to day. 

With him my foone Lord lohn of Lancafter, 

For this aduertifement is fine dayes old, 

On wednefday nexa Harry thou fhaltfet forward : 

On Thurfday, we our felues will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorih, and Harry you (hall march 
Throug Giocefitr-fhire, by which account 
Our buifines valued (ome twclue dayes hence 
Our generaliforccs at Brtdqemrth (hallmeete. 

Our hands are full ofbuifines, let’s away, 

Aduantage feedes him fat, while men delay* Exeunt 

Enter FaBa/ffe and Bardod , 

Fa/. Bards//, am I not fallen awayvilely fincc this laft attion i 
oe I not bate? doe I not dwindle? why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Lacies loofego Ane- I am withered like an olde 
apple lohn. Well, lie repented that fodainely, whtlel am in 
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feme liking? I frail be outofheart frortly,& thenl frail haue no 
ftrength to repent. And 1 haue not forgotten what the infid eo f 
a Church is made of? I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe, thj 
iniideof a Church. Company, viilanous company hath becne. 
theipoyleofme. 

Bar. Sir John, you arc fo fretfulbyou cannot liuelong. 

jal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; Iwas asvertuoufly giuen, asaOentleman need to bee } 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, die d not aboue feauen times a 
weeke , went to Bawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of an 
howre , paide money that I borrowed there or foure times, liued 
well, and in good compatfe ; andjiowlliueoutofallorder, out 
(Otcompaile, 

Bar. Why, youare fo fatte, Sirlehn, that you muft needcs be 
out of all compalTe: out of all reafonable compaife, Sir John . 

Fd. Doc thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life : thou art 
our Admirall, thou beareft the Lanternein the Poope/butfisin. 
theNofeofthee,thou arttheKingof theburninglampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John , my face does you no h arme. 

Fa/. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfe of it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. Ineuerfeethy 
face but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Bines that liucd in Purple: 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Iftheuwertany 
way giue to vertue, I would fweare by thy face .• my oath ftould 
be,By this fireyhat sGods ^/^e/:But t hou art altogether giueouer; 
and wertindeede, butforthclightinthyface, theSunneofvt- 
ter darkenefte. When tbourunftvp Gads-hill in the night, to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft beenan/jpw 
f Mutts, or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 thou 
artaperpetuallTryumph,and eucrlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft faueef me athoufand Markes in Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ingwith thee in the night betwixt Tauerne & Tauerne : But the 
Sackethat thou haft drunke me,would haue bought me Lights 
a? good cheapens the dcareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander of yours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieycares : God reward me for it. 

San Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fd, Godamercy,fofrculdlbefureto be heart- burnd. 

How 
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Henry the Fourth . 

How now, dame PadUtthe Hen, haue you enquired 
yet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hoji . 

7 Hoft- Why Sir Iohn,what do you thinke, Sir Uhnl do you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, I haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantbyferuant ? 
the tight of a haire was neuer loft in my houfe before. 

FdXz lie Hoftelfe, Bardol was fraud, and loft many a haire % 
and lie be fworne my Pocket was pickt: goe to, you are a wo- 

man, goe* 

FloJ. Who I ? I defie thee : Gods light , I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before* 

Fd. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No, Sir John, you doe not know me, Sir Iohtt 5 1 know you 
Sir John, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it :I bought you a dozen of Shines to your 
backe. 

Fd. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

Hof.Now as lam a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell: you 
owe money heere befides, Sirlohn, foryourdiet, andby drink- 
ings, and mony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fd. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fd. How j poore ? lookc vpon his face ; What call you rich ? 
let them coiae his Nofc, let them coine his cheekes, lie not pay 
adenyer : what, will you make a younkerof me ? frail I not take 
mine cafe in mine Innc, but i frail haue my pocket pickt J I haue 
loft afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie matke* 

Hof. O Iefo, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fd. How? the Prince is a lacke, a fneak-cup : Zbloud andfcce 
were here, I would cudgelhimlikcaDog, if he would fay fo* 
Enter the Prince marching, and Falfldffe meets him 
Playing on hisTrstnehion like a Fife. 

Fd. How now Lad, is the wind in thatjdooreyfaith, 

Muft we all march ? > 

Bar. Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafrion. . 

Hof. My Lord, I pray you hearc me. 
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Prin. What faift thou, Mifiris quickly ?how dow thy husband? 

I louc him well, he is an honeft man. 

Hofi , Good my Lord heare me. 

Fal. Prethee let her alone and lift to me* 

Prin, What faift thou lacks i 

Fal, The other night I fell a fleepe here behind, the Arras, & 
had my pocket pickt, thishoufe is turnde bawdy-houfc , they 
pickepockets. 

Brin. what didft thou loofe, lacky l 

Falf. Wilt thou beleeue me, Hal ? three or foure bonds offor. 
tv pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grandfathers. 

Prin, A trifle, fome eight penny matter, 

Hofi, So I told him my Lord, andlfaid, I heard your Grace 
fayfo: and my Lord he fpeak.es moft vilely of you, likeafoule 

mouth’d man, as he is, andiaid,hc would cudgellyou. 

Prin . What he did not ? 

Hofi, Ther’s neither faith, truth, norwomanhood inmeelfc. 

Fat. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor no 
more truth in thee, then in a drawneFox: and for Womanhood, 
Mayd-marian may be theDeputics wife of the ward to thee.Goe 
you thing, goe. 

Hofi, Say, what thing, what thing ? 

Fal. What thing ? why, athingtothankc Godom 

Hofi. I am no thing tothanke God on, I would thou ihouldft 
know it ? I am an honeft mans wife, and fettingthy Knight-hood 
aflde, thou art a knaue to call me fo. 

Fal. Setting thy Woman-hood aflde, thou art a beaft, to fay 
ctherwife. 

Hofi. Say, what beaft, thou knaue thou ? 

Fal. What beaft? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, Sir Iohn ? why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why ? fhee’s neither ftfh nor flefti j a man knowes not 
where to haue her. 

Hofi. Thou artanvniuft man infayingfoj thou, or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue tbhu. 

Prin, Thou layft true Hofielfe, and hee (launders thee moft 
grofely. 

Hofi, So hee doth you, my Lord, and faid this other day, 

ll 
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You ought him a thoufand pound* 

Prtn, Sarra, doe I oweyou a thoufand pound? 

Fal* A thoufand poud Hal ? a Million : thy loue is worth a 
Million ; thou oweft me thy loue. 

Hofi- Nay, my Lord, hee called you lacks, and faid hee would 
cudggell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardoll? 

'Bar. Indeed, Sirlobn,you faid fo. 

Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prin. I [ay tis Copper ; darftthou be as good as thy word now/ 

Fal. Why Hal i thouknowft, as thou art but a man, I dare, 
but as thou art Trtnee, I feare thee, as I fe are the roaring of the 
Lyons whelpe. 

Prin, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himfelfc, istebeiearedasthcLyon: doeft 
thou thinkc He feare thee,as I feare thy Father? nay, and I doe, I 
pray God my Girdle breake, 

Prin, O, ifitfhould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees l 
But farra, there’s no roome for Faith, T ruth, nor Honefty,in this 
bofome of thine * it is all fildevpwith Guttes, andMidriffe: 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? Why thou 
horefon impudent imboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauernc reckonings, memorandoms of Bawdy hou- 
ses, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candie tomakethec 
ipng-winded ; if thy pocket were inricht with any other injuries 
but thefe, I am a villaine ; and yet you will ftandtoit, you will 
not pocket vp wrong: art thou not alhamcd l 

Fal. Doeft thou heare Hal? thou knaweft in the ftateofinno- 
cencie, Adam fell : & what flaould poore lacks Falfialffe do in the 
daies of villany ? thou feeft,I haue morefleih then another man, 
& therefore more frailty you confeife then you pickt my pocket, 

Brin. It appeares fo by the ftory. 

Fal. Hoficfe, I forgiue thee ; goe make ready breakfaft , loue 
thy Husband, looketotfly Seruants,cheriflnhy Gheftes, thou 
fhalt find me erasable to any honeft reafon: thou feeftlam 
pacified flill ; nay, I prethee be gone. Exit Hofteffe. 

Now Hal , to thenewes at Court for the robbery, lad I how is 
that anfwcred ? 
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7rin. O tuy fwect bcefc>I muft ftilibe good Angdl to thee, the 

mony is paid backe again e. . 

Fal. O, I doe not like that paying backe, t is a double labour, 
Prut. I am good friends with my father j and may do any thing, 
Fal, Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeft»and as 
k,with vnwafht hands too. 

Ear. Do my Lord. 

Prin.l haue Procured thee a charge or root, 

Fal, I would it hadbeene of horfe. Where (ball I find one that 
can fteale well ? O for afinctheefeof theageofxxii.or there a- 
bout: lam hainoully vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfe them* Prince, Bay doll. Bar , My Lord, 

Pnn. Goe beare this letter to Lord lohn of Lane after. 

To my brother lohn : this to my Lord of Wefimerlarids ♦ 

Go, Veto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 

lack; meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clockein the afternoone. 

There (halt thou know thy charge* and their receiue 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy Hands on high. 

And either they or we muft lowerlie. 

Fal, Rare words) braue world, Hofiet, tpy breakefaft come, 
Oh, I could wilh this Tauerne were my drum. Exeunt, 

Enter Hotfpttr, fVorcefler and Dcwglae. 

Hot, Wellfaid,my noble Scot, if fpeakmg truth 
In this fine age were not through flatter y. 

Such attribution fhould-the Dmglas haue, 

As not a Souldier of this feafons llampe. 

Should go fo generall currant th rough the world 
By God 1 cannot flatter, I defie 
The tongues of Toothers, but a brauer place 
In my hearts lone hath no man then your felfe. 

Nay taske me to my word ,approue me Lord. 

Dove, Thou art the king of honour. 

Mo man fo potent .breathes wpon the ground, 

Butlwillbeard him. Enter one vith letters. 
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Hot, Do fo, and t’is well: what letters haue you there, I can 
but thanke you. 

Mejf. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe l 
Mejf. He cannot come, my Lord, heisgrieuousiicke. 

Hot , Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 
Infuch aiuftlingtimc. ? wholeades his power ! 

Vnder whofe gouernement come they along l 
Mejf. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor. I prethce tell me, doth he keepe his bed } 

Mejf He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet fqrth, 

And at the time of my departure thence* 

He was much fcard by his Phifition. 

Wor. I would the ftate oftitnc had fir ft bin whole. 

Ere he by fickneiTe had bin vifitcd .* 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot, Sickc now, droope now, this ficknelfe doth infed 
The very life-bloud of our entcrprife, 

T’is catching hither, eucn to our campe : 

He writes me herc,that inward ficknelfe. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it mcctc, 

To Jay fo dangerous and deare a trull 
On any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giue vs bold aduertilement, 

That with our (mail coniundion, we Ihoultf on. 

To fee how fortune is difp&s’dtb vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is certainely polled 
Of all our purpofes j what fay you to it i 
Wor, Your fathers licknefle is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous galh, a very lirnme lopt off, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prclcntwant 
Seemes more then we Hull fi nd it. Were it good. 

To fet the exad wealth of all our Hates, 

Allat one call f to fetfo rich a maine, 

O u the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, 
it were not good, for therein Ihould we read 
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The very bottome and the foule of Hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound, 

Orall our Fortune*. 

Dowc. Fay th, and fo we mould, 

Where now remaines a fvveete reueriion # 

We may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what t is to come in, 
A comfort of rstircment hues in this. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 

Vpon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

JVor* But yet J would your Father had been heerc « 

The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will bethought 
By fome, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and meere diflike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke, how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide offearefull faftion , 

And breed a kind of queftion in our caufe; 

For, well you know, we of the offringlidc, . 

Muft keepc aloofe from ftridf arbitermont, - 
And flop all fight-hole* , eueryloope,from whence; 

The ey c of reafon may prie-iri vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtaine, 

' That fhewes the ignorant, a kind offeare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot . You ftraine too farre. 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe. 

It lends a lu fire and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your greate enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were heere ; for men muft thinke. 

If we without his hclpe, can make a head* 

To pufh againft the Kingdome, with his helpc. 

We fhall, or turne it topfie turuy downe : 

Yet all goes well, yet all our ioynts are whole. 

Dmg. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland., as this deame of feare. 

Enter Sir ULicJ).* Vernon*. 
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Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule. 

Ver. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. % 
The Earle of Wcftmeriand, fcaue n thoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince Iohn , 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, Ihaue learnd, 

The K ing bimfclfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intendedfpcedily. 

With ftrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He fhall be welcome too * Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed mad cap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft the world afide. 

And bid it paffeS 

Ver. All furnifht f all in Armes? 

All plumpe like Eltriges, that with the winde 
Baytcd like Eagles, hauing lately bath’d, « 

Giittring in golden Coates like Images* ^ 

As full offpirit as the moneth of May, 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midfomer 5 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuls : 

I faw young Harry with hisBeucr on, 

His Cufhes on his thighes, gallantly armde, 

■ Rife from the ground like feathered LMercttrj, 

And vaulted with fucheafc into hisfeate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fi ery Pegafus , 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne in March. 
This prayfe doth nourifli Agues ; letthemcome, 

They come like Sacrifices, in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyde mayde of fmokie warre. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them ; 

The mayled Mars fliallon bis Altar fit 
Vp to the eares in bloud. I am on fire 
To heare this rich repizall is fo nigh: 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horfe, 

Who is to bear; melike athundcr-boulr, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince oj Wales, 
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Harry tc Harry, flia'l not Horfc to Horfe 

Met te, and ne re part, til. one drop downc a coarfe : 

Oh, that Gh vdower were come. 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in Worcefler , as I rode along. 

He cannot draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Z><*»g.Thats the.worft ty.dings, that I heare ofyet. 

War. I by my fay ch that beares a fro Ay found. 

Hot, What may the Kings whole oattcll reach vnto ? 

J/er. To thirtie thoufand. 

H»t. Fortic let it be. 

My Father and Glendowr being both away. 

The powers of vs, may feruefo great a day. 

Come, let vs takeaMufterfpeedily, 

Dooraes day is neere, die all, die merrily, 

. DawfTdke not of dying, I am out of fearc * 

Of death or deaths hand,f©r this one haife ycare. Exeunt, 

Enter Faljlalffe and BardoL. 

Fal. Bar del, get thee before to Couentry , fill mee a bottle of 
Sacke, our Souldicrs (hall march through ; Weele to Sutton-cop. 
Ulho night* 

“Bar. Will you giue me money Captaine ? 

FalJ. Lay out, lay out. 

2 ?<tr. This bottle makes an Angell. 

■ Fal/, And it doe take it for thy labour, and if it make twentie, 
take them all, I’le anfwerc the coynagc j bid my Lieutenant Peti 
meet me at T ownes end. 

Bar. 1 will Captaine ; farewell. Exit, 

Fal], If I be aihamed of my Souldiers, I am a fowft Gurnet ; I 
haue mifufed the Kings preife damnably .Ihaue got in exchange 
of J50. Souldicrs, 500, and odde pounds, IpreiTemenonebut 
good H©u (holders, Yeomens fonnes, inquire me out contracted 
Batchelers, fuch as had ben askt twice on the Banesjfuch acorn* 
moditie of warme flaues, as had as leiue heare the Diuellasa 
Orumme , fuch as feare the report of a Caliuer , woife then a 
ftrook-foole, ora hurt Wild- ducke:. I preft me none but fuch 
Tofts and butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
Steads, and they haue bought out their feruices.* and now, my 
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whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenant, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted Cloath where the Gluttons Dogslicked his .Sores .• and 
fuch as iudeed were neuer Souidiers, but difearded vmuft Ser- 
uingmen,yonger Sonnes to yonger Brothers, reuoltedTapfters 
and O fliers trade-falne, the Cankers ofa ealme world, and long 
peace, times more dilhonourablc ragged, then an old fac’d An- 
cient : and fuch haue 1 to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought outtheirferuices, that you would thinke, that! had a 
hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come from Swine- 
keeping, from eating draffe and huskes. A mad fellow met mee 
on the way, and tould mee I had vnloaded all the gibbetts , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hathfeene fuch Skar-crowes. 
lie not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat.* nay, and 
thcvillaines march wide betweene the legs, asifthey had Gyucs 
on, for indeed, I had the mod of them out of Priibn;there’s not 
aShirt and a haife in all my company, and the haife ihirt is twoo 
Napkins tackttogeathet, and throwne ouer thqjhoulderslikea 
Hcaralds coate without fleeues ; and the Shirt to fay the truth, 
ftolnc from mine Hoft of S. <tAlbones, or the red-nofe Inkeeper 
of Daintry: but that’s all one, they ’le finde Linnen enough on c- 
ucryHeuge, 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord oftVejlmerland, 

Erin. How now blownelacke? how now Quilt/ 

Fal, What Hall How now madd wag, what a aiuell doft thou 
in fVartpick'Jbirei My good L, o {fVe&merland, 1 cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shrewsbury. 

tVefi. Fayth, Sir Iohn t’is more then time, that I were there, 
and you too; bur my powers are there already ; the King I can 
tellyou,lookesforvsali 5 jvemufl away all night. 

Fal. Tut, neuer feare tell me, I am as v igilant as a Cat, to fteak 
Crcame. 

Prin. Ithinkcto fteaieCreame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter : but tell me, Atefe, whofe fellowes are 
thefe that come after? 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine. 

Prin. I did neuer fee fuch pittifuil rafcais. v / 

Pal. Tut, tut, good enough to toife, food for powder, food; 
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for powder, they’le fill a pit as w ell as better ♦ tufh man , mortall 

Hien,mortallmcn. .... 

Weft* I, but, Sirlohn, mee-thinkes they are exceeding poorc 

and bare, too beggarly* . 

Fal. Faith, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that, 
And for their barenes, I am fure they ncuer learnt that of me. 

Prin. No ile be fworne,vnleftc you call three fingers on theribs 
bare J but firra, nuke haft, Percy is already in the field. Exit, 

Fal. What istheKing incamp’d? 

Weft* He is Sir John, 1 feare we (hall flay too long* 

Fal. Well) to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning of* 
Fcaft, fits a dull fighrer, and a keene gueft. Extant 

Enter Hotjpur , Woreefier, Dowglas, and Vi tmon. 

Hot. Weele fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage* 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you fo i lookeshcnotforfupply? 

Ver. So doe wee. 

Hot. His is certaine, ours is dubtfull. 

Wor. Good coofep be aduifde, ftir not to night. 

Ver. Do not, my Lord. 

Dew. Y ou doe not counfeil well : -i 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. * 

Ver. Do not (launder, Dowglas, by my life. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my life; 

Ifwell refpedlcd honor bid me on, 

I holdaslittlecounfellwithweake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues ; 

Let ft befeencto morrow in the battell, which ofvs feare s, 
Dow. Yea, orto night. Ver. Content, 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 

1 wonder much being men offuch great leading as you are? 
Thatyo* forefecnotwhat impediments 
Dragbacke our expedition : certaineHorfe 
Of my cogfcn Vernons are not yet come vp, 
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your Vncle Worcefiers Horfe came but to day. 

And riow their pride and mettall is afieepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull* 

That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe ofhimfelfe. 

Hot. So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

W or. The number of the Kingexceedcth ours : 
ForGodsfake, Coofen, flay till all come in. 

TheTrnmpet founds a parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 

I f you vouchfafe me hcaringand refped. 

Hot. W elcome>fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination; 

Some ofvs loueyottwell,and euen thofefome 
Enuie y our great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality. 

But (land ag^inft vslikeanEnemie* 

Blunt. And God defend, but ft ill I fhould ftand fo. 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againftannoyntedMaiefty; 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
Thenat»»«of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the bread of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land. 
Audacious cruelty. Ifthatthc King 
Haue any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confedeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefes, and with all (peed, 
You fliall haue your defires with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfe,and thefe. 

Herein nuf-led by youriuggeftion. 

Hot. TheKing is kind : and well wee know, the King 
Knowesatwhattimcto promife, when to pay .• 

My Father, my Vnclc, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame royalty he wcarcs. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sicke in the worldes regard, wretched, and low, 
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A peore vnminded outlaw fncaking home. 

My Father gaue him welcome to the fhore •• 

And when he heard himfweareand vow to God, 
He came but to tne Duke of Laneafter, 

T o fue his liuery and beg his peace, 

With tearcs of mnoccncy, and termes of zcale : 
My father in kind heart and pitty mou’d ; 

Swore him aflHlance and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the Rcalme, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did lcane to him, 

The more and lelfe came in with cap and knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

Laide gifts before him, proffer’d him their othes, 
Gaue him their heires, as-pages followed hint, 
Euen at the iieeles, in golden multitudes, 

He prefently as greatnelfe knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ihore at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth takes on him to reforme 
Somecertaine edids, and fome ftraight decrees 
Tbatlay too heauie on thecommon wealth. 

Cries out vpon abufc$,feemestoweepe 
Ouer his Countries wrongs, and by this face. 
This feeming brow of Fuftice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent King 
In deputation left behind him here. 

When he was perfonall irrthe Ir'tfb warre. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hearethis. 

Her. Then to the poynt. 

In fhort time after, he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

And in the neckeof that, task’tthe whole ftate: 
To make that worfe, luffred his kinfman March, 
Who is, if euery owner were plac’d, 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy victories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vncle from the Counfell boord, 
Inragedifmifde my Father from the Court, 

Broke orb on oth, committed wrong on wrong, 

And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetic, and withall to pric 
Into his title, the which wefinde 
Too indired for long continuance. 

Blunt* Shall I returne this anfwer to the King ? 

Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter, Weele withdraw a while : 
Goe to the King, and Jet there be impaund 
Somefureti e for alafe returne againe, 

And in the morning early fball my Vnclc 
Bring him our purpofe, and fofare well. 

Blunt. 1 would you would accept of grace and loue. 

Hot. And may be, fo we fhall.. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

EnteV Archbifbop of Yorke, andjir Michell* 

Areh* Hie, good Sir Michell, benrethiiCcxlcdBricfc 
With winged haft to the Lord (JMarJhall , 

This to my coofen Scroope , and all the reft: 

To whome they are directed. If you knew 
How much they doe import, you would make haft. 

Sir Alt. My good Lord, I ge fie their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you doe, 

Tomorrow, good SirAfichell,isa day 
Wherein, the fortune often thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch : For Sir at Shrewsbury , 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 

The King with mighty and quick rayfed power. 

Meets with Lord Harry ; and I fcarc Sir MicheB, 

What with the ficknelfe of Northumberland, 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion ; 

And what Owen Glendowers abfencc thence. 

Who withthem was rated ftrmely too. 
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And comes not in, ouewulde by Prophecies, 

If care the power oi'Penj is too weak* 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King . 

sir M. Why, my good Lord, you need not feare, 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer » 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Adordakc , P ernon, V,. Harry Percy „ 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier, and a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Ztrch. And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn® 

The fpeciall head ofall theland together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lane after. 

The nobl tWefimerland, andwarlike Blunt-, 

And many mo Coriuales, and deare men 

Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord,he fhalbe well oppos d. 

Arch. I hopenoletfe; yet,needfull t’is to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, SirMtchell, fpeed : 

For if Lord P^thriue not ere the King 
OifmilTe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy 
And t’is but wifedometo make ftrong . again ft him ; 
Therefore make hafte, Imuft goc wr ite againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exeunt. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter J Earle 
ofWefimerland, fir Waiter Blunt, and Falfialffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day iookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prinee. TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a blufteringday. 

King. Theu withthelofersletitfimpathize. 

For nothing canfeeme foule to thofe that winne. 

TheTrumpetJounds . Enter Worcefier. 

King. How now my Lord of Worcefier? t’is not well, 
Thatyou and Ifhould meet vpon fuch tearmes, 
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Asnowwemeete. You haue deceiude our trufl. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufh our old vneatte liras in vngentlc Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
Thischurlifh knot ofall abhorred war re i 
And moue in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you didgiueafaircand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ofbroched mifehiefe to the vnbornetimes ? 

Wor. Heare mee,my Liege : 

For mine owne part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
With quiet houres : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike* 

King. You haue not fought it: how comes it then? 

Falf. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Prince. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. It pleafdeyour Maiefty to turne your Iookes 
Of fauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe $ 

And yet 1 mutt remember you my Lord: 
Wewerethefirft anddeareft ofyour friends. 

For you, my StafTe of office did I breake, 

In Riehards time, and potted day and night. 

To meete you on the way , and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my felfe, my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc to vs. 

And you did fweare that Oath at Dancafier, 

Thatyou did nothing of purpofe gainfl the ftate. 

Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 

The feate of Gant, Dukedome of Lancafier, 

To this, we fweare our ayde : but infhortfpace 
It rainddowne Fortune fhowring on your head, 

And fuch a floud of Grcatnefte fell on you. 

I z 









r. 




















I 







III 






II 



.What 




220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 



300 













i id Hi 






; ill 

! Mi 



mm 






K yhe Bittorie of 

What with our helps, what with the abfent Kings 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 
Thefeemingfuffcrances that you had borne. 

And the contrariouswindcs that helde the King 

So long in the vnluckie Irijh W arres. 

That all in England did repute him dead 5 
And from his lwarme of faiic aduantages, 

You tooke occalion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripe the generalllway into your hand. 

Forgot your oath to vs at Z> oncajler ; 

And being fed by v s, y ou v s’de v s fo, 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowes bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did oppretfe our nett. 

Grew by our feeding? to l o great a bulke, \ 

That cuen our loueaurtt not come neare your light 
Tor feare of fwallowing .* butwith nimble wing 
We wereinforft for fafety fake, to flie 
Out of your fight, aHd raife this prefent head. 
Whereby we Hand oppofed by luch meanes 
As you your felfe hauc forg d againft your felfe. 

By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance, • 

And violation of allfaith and troth • 

Swore to vs in your younger enterprife. 

King. Thefethings indeede, you hauc articulate, 
Froclay med at Market erodes, read in Churches, 
To face the garment of Rebellion, 

With fome fi nc colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difeontents. 
Which gape? and rub the Elbow at thenewes. 
Ofhurly burly innouocation .* 

And neueryerdid infurre&ion want 
Such water colours, to impaint his caufe j 
Nor muddy, Beggars, ftai uing for a time, 
Ofpd-mell hauocke and confufion. 

PrinAn both your Armes, there is many a foul’e 
Sail pay full dearth for this encounter. 

Ifonce they ioync in tryall, tell yov*r Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world 
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In praife of Henry Peny : by my hopes 
This prefent enterprife fet of his head, 

I doe not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

Moreaftiuc, more valiant, or more valiant yong, 
jVlore daring, or morebould, is nowaliue. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds : 

For my part, I may fpeake it to ray fliamc, 

1 haue a trewant been to Chiualrie, 

Andfolhearehe doth account me too? 

Yet this before my Fathers Maieftie, . 

I am content that he (ball take the ods 
Of his great name and ettimation. 

And will to faue the bloud on either fled. 

Try fortune with him in a fingle fight. 

King. And, Prmce offVa/cs, fo dare we venture thee. 

Albeit, confiderations infinite 
Doe make againft it : No good Worcefier , no, 

Weeloue our people well; euen thofc we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coofcns Part .• 

And will they take the offer of our Grace, 

Both hee, and they^and you yea euery man, 

Shall bee my griend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Cooler), and bring me word. 

What he will doe. But if he will notyeelds 
Rebuke and dread corre&ion waste on v s. 

And they (hall doe their office.So be gone, 

We will not now bee troubled with reply, 

We offer faire, take it aduifedly. 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my life. 

The D owgUs zndthe Hotjpur both together, 
Areconfidentagainft the world in armes. 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwere will we fet on them; 

AndGodbefriendvs, as our caufe is iutt. Exeunt, manent 
Pal. Hal, if thou fee me downe in the Battle Prin,F*l» 

And heftnde me fo, tis a point of friendfinp, 

Tnn. Nothing but a folojfuscm doe thee that ffiendfhip. 

Say thy prayers, and farewell . 
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pal/ , I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owed God a death* 

Falf, T’isnotducyet, I would be loth to pay .him before his 
day : what need i befo forward with him that calls not on mee> 
Well, t is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifHo. 
nour prick me off when I come on? how then can Honour fet t 0 
a leg?no,or an armc? no,or take away the griefe of a woundfno, 
Honour hath no skillin Surgcric then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire : a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it ? he that died a VVednefday? Doth he feelc it? no ; 
doth he heare it? no : t’is infenfible then?yea,to the dead.-but will 
itnotliuc with the liuing? no .* .why? detraction will not fuffet 
it, thereforellenoneofttj Honourisa meere Skutchion j and 
fo ends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter Worccfter , and fir 'Richard Vernon. 

Wer . O no, my Nephew mu ft not know. Sir Richard, 

The iiberall kind off er of the King* 
per. T’werebefthedid. 

War. Then are we allvndone, 

It is not poflible, it cannot be. 

The K ing would keepe his word in louing vs, 

He will fufpeCt vs ftill, and find a time, 

To ponifh this offence in others faults 5 
Suppofition, all our Hues, fhallbe ftucke full of eyes. 

For T reafon is but trufted like theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, focheriflit, and locktvp, 

Will haue awildetrickeofhisancefters : 

Looks how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation will mifquotc our lookes, 

And we (hall feed like Oxen ata flail, 

The better cheriftit, ftill the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpafle may be wellforgot. 

It hath the cxcufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And anadopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind Rotjpur, gouerned by a fpleene, 

All hisoffencesliuevpon my head, 

And on his Fathers. We did tra/ne him on, 

And his corruption being tanc from vs.; . 
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We a 8 the fpring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen, let not Harry know 
In any cafe, the offer ofthe King. Enter Hot four, 

per. Deliuer what you wil,Ue fay tis fo.Here comes your Coo- 
Hot. My vnclc is returnd, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerlandt 
Vnclc, what newes? 

mr. The King will bid you Battell prclcntly. 

Dow, Defie him by the Lord of Weftmeiland. 

Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you and tell himfo* 

Dow, Mary and fhall, and very willingly. 
mr, There is no Teeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 
mr, I told him gently of your grieuances, 

Of bis Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing thathe is forfworne. 

He calls vs Rebels, Traytors,andwillfcourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs. 

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for 1 haue throwne 
A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth j 
And mftmerland that was ingag’d did beare it, 

Which cannotchufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King, 

And Nephew, challeng’d you to Angle fight. * 

Hot, O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fliort brea th to nay, 

But I and Harry ^Monmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How (liewd his talking ? feem’d it in contempt ? 

Per. No, by my foulc, I neuer in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeftly, 

VnleiTc a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trimd vp your praifes with a< princely tongue. 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his praife. 

By ftill difpraifingprayfe, valued with you .* 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
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He made a bloftiing citali of himfeife. 

And chid his trevvant youth with fuch a grace, ' 

As if he maftred there a douie tpirit 
Of teaching, and oflearning inflantly : 

There did he paufe, but let me tell the world) 

If he out-liue the enuie of this day, 

England did beuer owe fo fwette a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnefte. 

Hot, Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him witha Souldiers arme, 

That he (hall fhrinke vndcr my cotmcfic 

Arme, arme with fpeede,and fellowes Souldiersf,ricnds, 

Better confider what you haue to doe. 

That Ithat haue not well thegift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwalion. Enter a Meffengct, 

Mejf. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort. 

To fpend that fhortneffc bafely,werc too long : 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poy nt. 

Still ending a^the arriuali of an hower. 

And if he liue,*weliue to tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, whenPrinces die with vs, 

Mow for our Confcienees, the armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another. 

Mfj (f. My Lord, prepare, the Kingcomcs on a pace. 

Hot. 1 thanke him, that lie cuts me from my tale: 

For 1 profclfe not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doe his beft ; and heare draw I a Sword, 

Whofe temper 1 intend to flame 

With the be ft blood thathlcan meet withall. 

In the aduenture of this perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments ofwarre. 

And by that mulicke, let vs all imbrace, 

For 
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For heauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer fhad 

Afecondtimedoefuchacurtefie. . ,,, 

Heere they embrace, the Trumpets found, the King enters mthhu 
power, alar me to the 'Battell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crolfeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpou my head 
How. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell me, that thou art a King* 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford text to day hath bought 
Thy likenefte, for in ftead of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo fhall it thee, 

VnlelFe thou yeeld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kilsBlunt , then enters Hotjpur. 

Hot. O Dowglas,\\adl\ thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

T)ow. A Is done, als won, heere breathlefte lies tbeKing. 

Hot. Where) Dew. Heere. 

Hot, This Dowglas ? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt j 
Semblably furnifht like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dew. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 

He murder all his Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll mcetthcKmg. Hot. Vpandaway, 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 
osflarme, enter Falfialffe Joins. 

Falf. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, Ffeare the 
foot heere, heere’s no fcoring but vpon thepate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you,heere’s no vanitie, 
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l am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
out ©fme,l need no more weight then mine ownebowels:I haue 
led my rae of Muffians where they are peperd : theres not three 
of my 1 so.left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to beg ge 
during life. But who comes heeref Enter the Prince. 

prince What ftandft thou idle hecre? lend mee thy Sword, 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and ftiffe, 

Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are yet vnreuengd,! pretheelend me thy Sword. 

Tal O Hal, I prethce giuemeleaue to breathe awhile:!^ 
Greqor 'te neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day ; 

I haue pay d Percy, 1 haue made him fure. 

Prince . He is indeed,andiiuingto kill thee ; 

I pretheelend me thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay before God H*/, ifT^healiue, thou getft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll iixhou wilt* 

Prince Giueitme: whatjisitin thccafe? 
palf, I H*i, tis hot, theres that will facke a Citie. 

The Prince drarves it out, and findes it a bott ell of Sac ke, 
prince What, is it a time to ieft and dally now ? 

He throws the Bott ell At him. Exit . 

Pal, Vt 'Percy be aliue, He pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not,if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike notfuch grinning honour zs fir Walter huh \ 
giue me life, which if I can faue, fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
looktfor, and theres an end.. ' 

9/ilarme, excurfions , enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
ef Lancafter , and Sarleof Wefimerland. 

King 1 prethee Harry, withdraw thy felfe, thou Weeded too 
much } Lord John of Lancafier, goe you with him. 
pjohn Not I,my Lord,vnlelTe I did bleed too, 
c Prin. I bcfeech your Maieftie make vp, 

Left your retirementdoe amaze your friends. 

K*. 1 w ill do fp 5 my L. of Weflmer land, leade him to his Tent. 
Wefi. Come, my Lord, lie leade you to your T cnt. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe ; 

And God forbid a fhallow fcratch ftiould driue 
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Exit. 




The prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on. 

And Rebels Armes triumph in mallacres. 

Iehn We breathe too long,come cooicn Wefinterland , 

Our duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

Trin. By God, thou haft deceiu’d me Lancafier, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit j 
Before I loud thee as a brother John, 

But now I doe refpeft thee as my foule. 

King I faw him hold Lord at the poynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke tor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Pnn. Q,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. 

Dortg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dewglas fatall to all thofe 

That wearethofe colours on them. Whatartthou 

Thatcounterfeitft the perfon of a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Vcrwglas geieues at heart. 

So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes* 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field; 

But feeingthou fall’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will aiTay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Don>g* I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’ ft thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, , 

They fight, the King being indanger, enter Prince of Watte* 
Prince. Hold vp thy head v fie Scot, or thou art like 
N cuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly, Stafford, Bimt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton : lie to Cl fit on ftrait. 

King* Stay, and breathe a while, 
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Thou haft redeemd thy loft opinion, 

And flicwd thou makeft tome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Prince. O God, they did metoo much imurie, > 

That euer faid,.I hearkned ro your death : 

If it were fo, I might hauelet alone 
the infulting hand of Domgto ouer you, 

V\ hich would hauebeene asfpeedy in your end,' 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world, 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. ^ 

Km Make vp to Qijton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. £ Xltl 
Enter Hot {par. 

Hot, If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

?rtnee. Thoufpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name*. 
I ; am th cFrince of Wales ; and thinke not Percy, 

To fliare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne. 

Of Harry Fercy, and the Prince of Wales * 

Hat. Now (hall it Harryl for the hourc is come, 

To end the one of vs ; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make.it greater, ere I part from thee, 

Andallthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
He crop, to make a Garland for my head# 

Hot, I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falftaljfe* 

Talf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal* Nay, you ihallfindc no Boyes 
f>lay heere, Icantellyou# 

Enter Dowglas, he fights wit h Faljlalffe, hefals dmne as 
if he were dead, the Prince killeth Percy * 

Hot, Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

3 better brooke the Ioffe of brittle life. 

Then thofe proud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They woufld ray thoughts worfe, then the fword my Refli •* 
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But thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foole. 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world, 

Muft haue a ftop. 0,1 could prophefie, 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tonge : no Percy, thou art duft, 

For Worms, braue Percy . Fare thee well, great heart, 
111 weau d Ambition, how much art thou Ihrunke i. 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

A Kingdomc for it, was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of thevileft earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beares the dead, 

Beares not aliue fo flout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of curteiie, 

I fhould not make fo great a ihew of zeale ; 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe 5 Ile thanke my felfe 
For doing thefc faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 

Thy ignomy (leepe with thee in thegraue. 

But not remembjed in thy Epitaph* 

He jpteth Ealflalffe on the ground* 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefls 
Keepe in a little life ? poore lacke farewell i 
I could haue better fpar’d a better man c . 

O, I fhould haue a heauy miffe of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vaoitie } 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. 

Falftalffe rifeth vp. 

Fa/f. Imboweld ? if thou imbowcllme today , Ilegiueyou 
leaue to powder me , and eatemee too to morrow. Zloud, t’was 
time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had payd meg 
fcotandlet too. Counterfeit? lam no counterfeit : to die iste 
be a counterfeit, for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
hath not the life of a man ;but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
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thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butthetrue andperfeft 
image oflife indeed. The better part ofvalour is Difcretion-, j n 
the- which better part, 1 haue faued my life. Zounds I am afeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : howifheelhouy 
counterfeit coo,and rife i by my faith I am afraid he would proue 
the better counterfeit ? therefore lie make him furc ; yea, and I] e 
fweare I flew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothmg con, 
futes mee but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore firra, with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

He takes vp Hotjpur en hu backe . Enter Prince and 
Iehn of Lancafier. \ 

Prm Come brother lehn, fullbrauely haft thou fleflat 
Thy may den Sword. 

Iohn Butfoftjwho haue we hecre ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prin t I did, I law him dead, 

Breathlelfe, and bleeding on the ground. Artjthou aliue i 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-fight 
1 prethee fpeake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft, 

Falf. No that's certaine , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not Iacke Faljlaljfe, then am I a Iacke : there is Percy, ifyour Fa- 
ther will doc mee any honour, fo : if not, let him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe : Ilooke to be either Earle or Duke? Icanairure 
you, 

Prw. W hy Percy, I flew my felfc, and faw thee dead. 

Falf. Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing/ igraunt youlwasdownc, and out of breath, andfovvas 
he, but weerofebothataninftant, and fought a long hourc by 
Shrewsbury clocks, iflmay bebelecued,fo: if not, let them that 
Ihould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon their owne heads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound inth« thigh, 
if the man were aliue, and would deny it, Zounds I would make 
h ms eat e,a peecc of my Sword . 

Iehn, This is the ftrangeft talc that euer I heard. 

Print This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, 

C«mc bring your luggage nobly on your back^ 

For 
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For my part, if a lie will doc thee grace. 

He euilde it with the happieft tearsncsl haue, 

& A retreat is founded* 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the day. is oursi 
Tome Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friends arc liuing, who are dead. Exeunt. 

tllf lie follow, as they fay, for rewardj He tnatrewardesme, 

God reward him. If I do grow grcat,lle grow letfe?for lie purge, 
and leaue Sacke,and hue cleanly, as aNobleman fliodd doe. 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafier, Earle effVeflmerUnd,mth 
fVorcefier and Vernon prifoners , 

King Thus euer did Rebellion finderebuke : 

111 fpirited Worcefter, did not we fend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to all of you* 

And would ft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifuk the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flame to day. 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beene aliue this houre. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence, ^ 

War. What I haue done, my fafetie vrg d rac to, 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it falls on mee. 

King Beare mrcefter to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other* Offenders we willpaufe vpon* 

How goes the Field ? 

Prince The noble Scot Lor dDmglas ; when he law 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft ; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruizd, • 

That the purfuers tookc him. At my T ent, 

ThcDowglas is, and I befeech your Grace, 

1 may dilpofe of him. 
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' With all my heart, 

frmcc* Then brother John of Lanoajt er, 

* To you this honourable bountie fiiaH belong, 

Goe to the D iveglft* and deliu er hi Hi 
Vp to his pleafure rantomlelTe and free. 

His valour (hcwncvpon our Crefts to day, 

Hath taught vs how tocherifh fuch high dccdes, 

Euen in the boibme ofour aduerfaries. 

King* Then thisremaines, thatwe diuideour Power, 
You Sonne John, and mycooien Wejlmerland, 

Towards Torke ihall bend you with your dcereft fpeed. 
To mcete Northumberland and the Prelate Scrotpe^ 
Who (as we heare) are bufily in armes t 
My ftlfc and you , Sonne Harry, w ill towards Wales, 

To fight with Giendewtr , and the Harle of March, 
Rebelliou in this Land (hall loofe his way, 

Meeting the checke of fuch another day • 

Andfince this bufinelle fo fairc is done,- 
Let vs notleaue till all our ownebe wonne. 



FINIS. 



















